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'And   here   they  must   make  the   long   portage, 
and  the  boys  sweat  in  the  sun." 

—Athahaska  Dick. 
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Prelude 

/  stng  no  idle  so»tfs  of  dalUanre  days, 
Xo  drrantft  Fh/siav  inspire  mif  rhyming; 

I  hare  no  Celia  to  enchant  my  lays, 

Xo  pipes  of  Pan  hare  set  my  heart  to  chiming. 

I  am  no  icordsmith  dripping  gems  divine 
Into  the  golden  chalice  of  a  sonnet: 

If  love  songs  witch  you,  close  this  hook  of  mine, 
Waste  no  time  on  it. 


Yet  bring  I  to  my  work  an  eager  joy, 

A  lusty  love  of  life  and  all  things  human; 
Still  in  me  leaps  the  wonder  of  the  hoy, 

A  pride  in  man,  a  deathless  faith  in  woman.   ■ 
Still  red  blood  calls,  still  rings  the  valiant  fray: 
Adventure     beacons     through     the     summer 
gloaming: 
Oh,  long  and  long  and  long  will  be  the  day 
Ere  I  come  homing! 


rrcludc 


This  mrtli  is  ours  tn  hnr:  liilr,  brush  and  pen, 

Thnj  arc  hut  touijucs  to  l<  II  of  lif<'  siuicrrl/f: 
Thr  thnuiiiiitunjir  Ihii/,  t/ir  iiii;fhi  n)  men, 

f>  (lo)l  of    Srrihrs,  (jnnit    us    to    ip-orr    thnii 
rlrorji/! 
dm  lit  hrart  that  homes  in  heart,  then  all  is  well. 

Ifonei/  is  honeji-sireet ,  hou'c'er  the  hiring. 
Each  to  his  work,  his  inii/e  at  ereniufi  hell 
The  strength  of  striving. 
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A  Rolling  Stone 

Tf<''r('s  .sini.shiiic  ill  tin-  hriiit  of  me, 

Vif  hidoil  .siiit/s  ill   fJir  hirrtc: 
T    ■  moil  II  fa  ins  arc  a  jut  it  af  iiic, 

rill  friltnr  to  th<    tires. 
Mjl  f/itjilfii  !i(,iith  I'm  si/uafHleriiiff, 

Siiii-tilicitiiir  am  I : 
A -irfiiKtriiiifi,  airaiiilriiiiff^ 

I' II til  fill  ihijf  I  ilir. 


T  was  oiKv   I  <l(Mlan',  a  Stone  Ajjo  man. 

And  I  roomed  in  the  cctol  of  a  cave; 
I  have  kiK.wn,  I  will  swear,  in  a  n<'\v  life-span, 

Tlie  fret  and  the  sweat  (.f  a  slav<': 
For  far  over  all  that  folks  hold  worth, 

There  lives  and  there  leaps  in  me 
A  love  of  the  lowly  thin<rs  of  earth, 

And  a  passion  to  he  free. 


18  A  Rollinjr  Stone 

To  pitch  my  tent  with  no  piosy  plan, 

To  i-aiinc  jiimI  to  rhaiinf  :tl  will; 
To  iiiork  at   the  iiiastcrsliip  of  man. 

To  seek  Atlvciiliiif's  tliiill. 
Cai'cfrcc  to  1m',  as  a  Itird  tlial  sin-js, 

To  }ro  my  own  sweet  way: 
To  reck  not  at  all  what  may  liofall, 

I?nt  to  live  and  to  htve  each  <lav. 


To  make  my  hody  a  temple  pnic 

Wherein  T  dwell  serene; 
To  care  for  the  thinj;s  that  shall  endnre, 

The  sim])lc,  sweet  and  clean. 
To  oust  ont  envy  and  hate  and  raiic, 

To  hn'athe  with  no  alarm; 
For  Natnre  shall  he  my  anchoraire, 

And  none  shall  do  me  harm. 


To  shun  all  lures  that  deltauch  the  soul, 

The  or;iie<l  rites  of  the  rich; 
To  eat  my  (-rust  as  a  rover  must 

With  the  rou<;h-neck  down  in  the  ditch. 
To  ti'udjie  by  his  side  wliate'er  Itetide; 

To  share  his  tire  at  nifrht ; 
To  call  him  friend  to  the  lonj;  trail-end, 

And  to  read  his  heart  aright. 


A   Rolling  Stone 


11) 


T(»  scoi-n  nil  sii-ifc,  iiiiil  to  vifw  .-ill  life 

With  the  ciM-iuns  eves  (if  ;i  diild; 
Fnmi  llic  phmj-viif  sea  to  tlic  ]»raiiic, 

Fioiii  tlic  sliiiii  t(»  till'  licjirt  of  llic  \Vil,l. 
From  iIm'  icd-i-iiiiin.Ml  star  to  tlicspcrk  of  sand, 

Fr<»m  tlic  vast  to  tlic  urcatly  small; 
For  F  know  tliat  tli.'  wliolc  foi- rr„o,l  is  planncl, 

And  I  want  to  sec  it  all. 


To  sec  it  all.  the  wide  world-way, 

Fi-om  the  fiji-lcaf  licit  to  the  Toic; 
With  never  a  one  to  say  me  nay. 

And  none  to  n-amp  my  soul. 
In  lielly-i.ineh   F  will  j.ay  the  jiiico. 

lint  (Jod:  let  me  lie  ficc; 
For  onee  F  know  in  the  lonj;  ai;o. 

They  made  a  slave  of  nie. 


In  a  tiannel  shirt  from  earth's  clean  dirt, 
Here,  j>al,  is  my  eallonsed  hand! 

Oh,  r  love  each  day  as  a  rover  may, 
Xor  seek  to  nndei'staiid. 

To  r))j(,ji  is  jrood  enontrli  for  nip; 
The  f-ipsy  of  God  am  I; 


-is 


20  A   Rolling   Stone 

Tlicn  lnTi'V  a  liail  to  racli  tlai-iiij:  tiawiil 
Ami  iici'«'"s  a  rln-t'i-  to  Ww  iiij>lit  that's  <i(in('I 
Ami  mav  I  jio  a-ntaiiiin^  on 
I'litil  Ihc  dav  1  <lii': 


77/ f//  rrrri)  shir  shall  siiuf  to  me 

lis  soil;/  of  llhcrti/: 
And  crnfi  nt>»ni  shall  hiiiitf  to  mc 

Its  iiiamlalr  to  he  fire. 
hi  crcr/f  throhhiiiff  rein  of  }n€ 

I'll  feel  the  rust  F.arth-rall : 
O  iHtdji,  heart  imd  hraiii  of  mc, 

Praisf  aim  irho  made  it  all! 
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The  Soldier  of  Fortune 

"  I)i:\Y  your  (lod !"    tlicy  iin<,'e<l  m«!  with  their 
spcais; 
IU<H)(l-«ijiz('(l  wi'i'e  tlicy,  iiiid  rcekins;  from  the 
strife; 

IlcU-hot    their    hate,    and    venoin-faiijred    their 
sneers, 

And  one  njan  sjtat  on  nie  and  nursed  a  knife. 
And  there  was  I,  sore  wonnth'd  and  ahuie, 

I,  the  hist  liviiiu  of  my  slatij-htered  liand. 
Oil,  sinister  tlie  sky,  an<l  cold  as  stone! 

In  <me  red  hinjili  of  horror  reeh'd  the  land. 
And  dazed  and  desjx'rate  I  faced  tle-ir  spears. 

And  like  a  flame  out  leaped  tliat  naked  knife. 
And  like  a  serjK'iit  stnnjj  their  bitter  jeers: 

"  Deny  yonr  Clod,  and  we  will  mve  von  life." 


Deny  my  CJod !    Oh,  life  was  very  sweet! 

An<l  it  is  hard  in  youth  and  hope  to  die; 
And  there  my  eomrades  dear  lay  at  my  feet. 

And  in  that  hlear  (»f  Mood  soon  must  I  lie. 


O'i 


The   Soldier  of   Fortune 


AihJ   vrt      ...      I   aliiiiisl    liinnlH'd — it   sccinod 
Sll  <mM, 

I'nr  loilli  iliul  Inliii  li;|(1   I   iiot  vaiiilv  tiicd 
'I'n  i-('iison  out  iiiiil  IkhIv  foitli  my  (Jud. 

And     juM.vi'd     f<»r     lijilit,    smd     dnulttcd — and 
)}(ii  it'll. 
Denied   tlie   Ileiliiii   I  coulil   not   conceive. 

Denied   ii    life-to-Iie   beyond    llie  <ii-;ive. 
And  now  they  asl;  ine,  wiio  do  nctt  lielieve, 

Jnst   to  deny.  t<»  voice  my  doubt,  to  save 
Tins  life  of  iinne  tliat  siniis  so  in  tlie  sun, 
.My  only  life! — ()  fools!  'tis  easy  done. 

The  liln»»m  of  youth  yet  led  upon  my  cheek, 

I  will  ileiiy     .     .     .     and  yei    I  do  not  speak. 


"Deny  your  f  lod !"  theii'  spears  ai'e  all  airleani, 

And  1  can  s«'e  their  eyes  with  lilooddust  shine; 
Their  snarlinii:  voices  shrill  into  a  scream, 

And.  mad  to  slay,  they  (juiver  for  the  sii;n. 
Deny  my  (lod!  yes,  I  could  do  it  W(dl; 

Vet  if  I  did.  what  of  my  race,  my  name? 
How  tliey  would  spit  on  me,  these  dojis  of  hidl  I 

Spui-n  me.  an<l  i)ut  (»n  me  the  hrand  of  sliamo. 
A  white  man's  honour!  what  of  that.  I  say? 

Shall   these  black  curs  crv  "Coward"  iu  mv 
face? 


Tlic  Soldier  of  Fortune 
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TIh'v  \v1h»  wiMil.l  jn'iisli  for  tln-ir  pxls  of  clay — 

Sli;ili  I  ilrlilc  my  «(>uiiny  siikI  my  ijuo? 
My  cuiiiiiry:  what's  my  loimtiy  («>  me  now? 

SoMit'i-  <»f  I'Miliim',  free  an<l  far  I  roam; 
All  mt'ii  art'  lu-oilicis  in  my  heart,  I  vow; 

Till'  wi<l«'  ami  WMiidroiis  worhl  is  all  my  home. 
.My  country  1  icvciciit  of  h«'i-  splciHlid  l>«'a<l, 

llci-  heroes  pi-oml,  lief  martyrs  pierci'd  with 
jtaiti : 
For  me  her  puissant  blood  was  vainly  shed; 

I'or  me  lier  drums  of  liallle  heal  in  vain. 
And  free  I  fare,  half  hecdh'ss  of  her  fale: 

No  faith,  no  MaiLi,  I  owe — then  why  not  seek 
This   last    loop-|i(de  of  life?      Wliy  hesitale? 

I  will  denv     .     .     .     and  vet   I  dc)  not  speak. 


"Deny  your  (Jodl"  their  spears  are  poised  on 
hijih, 

.\ti<l  tense  and  terrilde  they  wait  the  word; 
\\u\  dark  and  darker  jilooms  the  dreary  sky, 

.\nd  in  that  hush  of  horror  no  tliini;  stirred. 
Then,  tl'.r«»u<ih  the  riuiiinii  terror  and  sheer  hate 

I.eajted  there  a  visi»»n  to  ii'.e — Oh,  how  far! 
A  fa<'e,  rier  face    .    .    .    throuy;li  all  my  stormy 
fate 

A  joy,  a  strength,  a  {^lory  and  a  star. 
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The   Soldier  of   I'ortmic 


lU'Hi'iUli     till'    piiu's,    wliciT    huit'lv    <-iiiiip-tii*t'S 
jili'iim. 

Tn  seas  f(ill(»rii.  iiilli<l   the  deserts  dl-eill-, 
Ilow    I    IukI   ;;lilil<le|ie<|    to   thill    i'a(-<>  of  <ll-eillll! 

And  nevef,  never  luul  it  seein«'d  set  dear. 
O  silken  liair  that  veils  the  snnny  ht<»\v! 

()  eyes  of  jrrey,  so  tender  and  so  true  I 
O  Ii|»s  of  smiling  sweetness!  jiinst  I  now 

I'oi'evei-  and  forever  j^o  from  yon? 
Ah.  yes.  I  must     .     .     .     f<»r  if  I  do  this  thin}r, 

Ihtw  can  I  look  into  your  faee  a.iiiiin? 
Knowinj;  yon  think  me  more  than  half  a  kinj;, 

I  with  my  craven  heart,  my  hononr  slain. 
Xol  no  I  my  mind's  made  nji.     I  yaze  altove. 

Into  that  sky  insensate  as  a  stone; 
Not  for  my  creed,  my  country,  lint  nty  Lovo 

Will  I  stand  np  and  meet  my  death  alone. 
Then,  thoimh  it  lie  to  ntter  dark  I  sink. 

The  (loil  that  <lwells  in  me  is  not  denied; 
"  r.est  ""  trinniphs  over  ''  ISeast  " — and  so  I  think 

Ilunuinity  itsidf  is  jjlorilied.     .     ,     . 


**  And  now.  my  lintchers,  I  eiidirace  my  fate. 
Cornel  let  mv  heart's  Mood  slake  the  thirst v 
sod. 
Curst  lie  the  life  yon  offer!     Glut  your  hate! 
Strike!     Strike,  yon  doj;s!     I'll  not  deny  mv 
God." 


1  he  Solilit^r  of  Fortune 


I  saw  tlu'  s|M'ars  tliiit  sccnu'd  a-I«'ap  t»»  slay, 
All  <|ijiv«'r  i-arlhwaiMl  at   tin*  headman's  ihmI; 

AnW  in  a  <la/<>  of  ilfeaiii  I  licanl  liini  say: 

'*  G<»,  s<'i  him  free  who  servt's  so  well  his  (lo*)  I" 
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^rhe    Ciramophone   at 
F  ()  n  d  -  d  Li  -  L  a  c 

.Vow    IMtlir   .M;i1mii('  '^n{   ;i   swt'II   milllltliyfoIH'.  t*^. 

«lr;i\v  nil  till'  lintic  In  liis  sImic; 
An*  SI'/,  III';  "  Ciiiiir  iiImiii:  Un-  :i  si-iismi  nf  soiiij. 

wliirli  I  111'  liki'  vc  liiiil  iiiviT  lii'loii'." 
Tlii'ii   hiiuiili  iin'  Sljivi',  nil"   Vi'liow -kiiir*'  Itnivr, 

nil'  CiTi'  ill  Ills  iliiikv  rniiitr, 
riiiilliinli'il  iirni.  In  si'i'  nil'  In  lii'ni-  IM's  jirniiiiiiv- 

fiiiii'  iiiaki'  ils  ilnvluMt. 


Tlii'ii  I'M  tnnii'il  lln-  nntik.  nii'  iIhtc  on  tlio  1»ank 

llicy  siinnltril  liki'  I>uiiii»s  on  n  li».;r. 
Imii-  n«  ti's  nnniiiil  llit'it'  wnsii't  a  suiiml.  not  even 

till'  liowl  nf  a  ilii.n. 
When  out   i»r  the  limii   tlii'ic  suilili'ii   was  lioni 

siii'li  a  niai-vciliHis  clciiaiit   toiii'; 
An*  llirn  like  a  spi'li  on  that  niiililvi'ncr  fell  the 

voiri'  of  ils  tiist  irraininx  t'oni'. 


Till"  (jramophoiiL  at   loiul-dii-I-ac     -" 

••  lliiil   iiinlirinr:"  vvU'i\   (>l«l   T..111.   Ilii'  ( )llt-<'\f»!, 

an'  iiuulc  for  to  jiiiii|t  in  ilu'  Ial;i': 
I'lM  no  one  ;.'av«'  lict'd  Ut  his  litilc  stiUiipcilc,  so 

lie  ;.'u<'ss(mI  Ik*  IuhI  nia<lt   a  inisiakr. 
Tlirn    l{oll-ln-lln'-Mn«l.    a    tliiff    of    llic    blood, 

oI»s('i-V(m|   in  cliMirc  < 'liippcuayan  : 
"  Ynu'v*'  l»roujilit    ns  rjiniifd    Itrff.  iin*   it's  now 

niv    iM'liff,    tliat     iliis    licic's    a    case    nf 

*  I  niiiK  il  man.'  " 


Well,  lliitnirli    I'm    tml    sIimicj:   on    lln-    Daiio    in 

s<in^.  lliat  suit'  i:nl  nil-  linin'  for  fair. 
TIk'1-c  was  CnisiM'  an'  Scuiiv  an'   Ma'am   Slior- 

nian    Hank,  an'   .MiIImt  an'   IJonchy   was 

tlicn*. 
"Twas  silvfi-  an'  ^iold,  an'  swt'ctni'ss  nntoM,  to 

lirar  all  llicni  Imjl:  inninn<'\s  sin};; 
An'  tliick  all  ai-ouial  an'  inlialin'  tin-  sound,  tlicni 

Intlians  fuiiucd  in  a  lin^'. 


So  solemn  tlicy  sat,  an'  llx-y  smoked  an'  tlicy 
spat,  Itul  llifii-  eyes  sort  o'  glislcncd  an' 
slionc; 

Y»'t  nivci-  a  word  of  apjn-ovin'  occuncd  till  that 
iruv  Ilanv  Lauder  ejime  on. 


-^      The  (iramophoiic  at   Foiul-dii-l.ac 

Tlifii  liiiiiliT  of  iiiunsc  ail'  s(|iia\v  an'  pajuxtsc 
jfsi  lanjilicd  till  tlit'ii'  sttiiniiiicks  was 
sore; 

Six  (iincs  Kddic  s.'t  hack  that  record  an'  yet 
tlicv  h(dk'i-(>d  an'  huilcrt'd  for  more. 


■  '1  novcr  foi'fret  that   fi'atno-ii]),  you  hot;  thoin 

caverns  (»f  snnset  aiileani; 
'>  hem   still   peaks  aj-low,   tlieni   sliadders  helow, 

an'  the  lake  like  a  peti-ified  dream; 
Tlie  tiM'pees  that  stood  hy  the  edije  of  the  wood; 

*!ie  evenin'  star  hlinkin'  ahnie; 
The   peace  an'   the  icst,   an'   tinal  an'  hest,   the 

music  of  Kd's  <«;i*ammyfone. 


Then  snddon  an'  clear  there  ranj;  on  my  oar  a 

sonir  mighty  simple  an'  old; 
Heart  dm  nyry  an'  liijiii  it  thrilled  to  the  sky,  all 

ahont  "silver  threads  in  the  p;(dd.'' 
'Twas    tender   to   tears,  an'  it    hrunj;   hack    the 

years,  tho  mem'rios  that  hallow  an'  yearn; 
'Twas  home-love  an'  jt»y,  'twas  the  thouijht  of 


my  hoy     . 
I'd  return. 


an'  riuht  there  I  vowed 


The  Gramophone  at  Fond-du-Lac     29 

P»ig  Fonr-tiiijici'  Jack  was  ri<:ht  at  my  bark,  an' 

T  saw  with  a  kiiiil  <»'  surprise, 
rio  g:az<'<l  at  tlic  lake  witli  a  licaitful  of  aclio, 

an'  tlic  tears  irrijirated  his  eyes. 
An'  scz  lie:  ••  Cuss  me.  panl :  l»nt  that  there  hits 

me  ha  I'd;  I've  a  m«»ther  does  nuthin'  but 

wait. 
She's  turned  «'i!iihty-lhi'ee.  an"  she's  only  j;(tt  me, 

an'  I'm  seared  it'll  soon  be  too  late." 


On   P(tnd-du-La<'s  shore  I'm  hearin'  (»nee  more 

that  blessed  old  f;rammyfone  play. 
The  summer's  all  j^one.  an'  I'm  still  livin'  on  in 

the  same  «dd  hai)hazardous  way. 
Oh,  I  cut  out   the  booze,  an'   with   muscles  an' 

thews  I  corralled  all  the  coin  to  jro  back; 
But  it  wasn't  to  be — he'd  a  mother,  you  spo 

so  1— slipped  it  to  Four-fnger  -lack. 
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The  Land  of  Beyond 

II.wi:  ever  voii  licaid  of  the  Lnnd  of  r»(\von<l, 

Thiit  (Ircanis  at  the  pitcs  of  the  <lay? 
Alluiinji-  it  lies  at  the  skirts  of  the  skies, 

And  ever  so  far  away; 
Allniinii-  it  calls:  O  ye  tho  yoko  galls, 

And  ye  of  the  trail  ovorfond, 
With  saddlo  ^md  pack,  by  paddle  and  track. 

Let's  go  to  the  Land  of  Beyond! 


ITave  ever  yon  stood  where  the  silences  brood. 

And  vast  the  horizons  begin, 
A(  the  dawn  of  the  day  to  behold  far  away 

The  goal  you  wonld  strive  for  and  win? 
Yet,   ah:    in    the   night    when  you   gain    to   the 
lieight. 

With  llu'  vast  pool  of  heaven  star-spawned, 
Afar  and  agleani,  like  a  valley  of  dream. 

Still  mocks  you  a  Laml  of  Beyond. 


The  Land  of  Bcvond 


'M 


Tliank  Cu»]'.  tlicfc  is  always  a  Land  of  Ucyoinl 

ViH-  us  who  ai  •  Inic  to  the  trail; 
A  vision  to  seek,  a  1km  koninir  p<'ak, 

A  fai-ncss  that  never  will  fail; 
A  pride  iti  oui-  soul  that  laocks  at  a  goal, 

A  inanlioo<l  that   irks  at  a  hond, 
And  try  how  w«'  will,  unattainahle  still, 

IJehold  it,  our  Land  of  Uevond  I 


~^fi^;.aUK^9t».  mvi%.f- 
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Sunshine 


I. 


Fr.AT    as    a    (Iniiulicad    str«'tch    tlii'    liaiiirard 
snows; 
The  inij-htv  skies  arc  palisades  of  lii:lit ; 
The  stars  are  blurred;  the  silence  j^rows  and 
grow  s ; 
Vaster  and  vaster  vaults  the  icy  ni^ht. 
Here  in  my  sleepinj:-l»aii  I  cower  and  i>ray: 
"  Silence  and  Xijilit,  have  i>ity;  sto(»p  and  slay." 


I  have  not  slept  for  many,  many  days. 

I  close  my  eyes  with  weariness — that's  all. 
T  still  have  strenjith  to  f»'ed  the  drift-wood  hlaze 

That  flickers  weirdly  on  the  icy  wall. 
I   still   have  strength   to  pray :  "  Ood   rest   her 
.soul. 

Here  in  the  awful  shadow  of  the  Pole." 
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Sunshine 
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Tlicrc  in  the  caMn's  alcove  hnv  she  lies, 

Still  eaiidles  j,'leaiMin,i,'  at  her  head  and  feet; 
All  sn<>\v-di(.i»  ^^•hit<'.  ash  ccdd.  with  eh.sed  eyes, 
Lips    sniilin<r,    hands    at    rest— O    God,    how 
sweet ! 
How  all  nnntteralilv  sweet  she  seems 
Not   dea<l.    iK.t    d.-ad.    indenl— she   dreams,    she 
dreams. 


11. 


"Snnshine,"    I    ,all...l    her,    and    she    bron-ht, 
I  vow, 

God's  blessed  snnsliine  to  this  life  uf  mine. 
I  was  a  rover,  of  the  breed  wh(»  jdonfjh 

Life's  fnrrow  in  a  far-tluii-    lonelv'^line; 
The  wilderne.ss  my  home,   my   fortnne  east 
In  a  wild  land  of  dearth,  barbaric,  vast. 


When  did  I  see  her  first?    T.„n-  had  T  lain 
Gropin-    my    way    to   life    thr..n-h    fevered 
Jjloom. 

Sndden  th.>  clond  of  darkness  left  mv  brain; 
A  velvet  bar  of  snnshine  pierced  the  room, 

And  in  that  mellow  j,dory  anreoled 

She  stood,  she  stood,  all  golden  in  its  gold. 


i 


34 


Sunsliiiic 


SnnsliiiicI  O  iiiii-arlc:  the  ciUtli   "rrcw  jilnd; 
KiKliniit     cacli     l»lii(l«'    of    ^'i-ass.    each     living 

tiling. 
What  a  liiii;r  sti-cnjidi,  Iiiuli  liojic,  |ii'oii<I  will   f 

IumI: 
All    the   witlc   \\ni-l(l    with    laptiiiM'   scciihmI    t<» 

liii.ti'. 
Would    she   i»\it    wctl    iiic?        Vix:   then    fait'd    we 

forth 
Into  tilt!  vast,  unvintayi'ahh'  Xoith. 


III. 

In  Mxskriit  LiduI  I  In   <(iii'ns  Uo]). 

Thi    irtiriis  rni<i(  r  in  flnir  fli;ilit : 
The  jiivdlnl,  .siiaLr-lihr  rircrs  <r(«ii: 

Thi-  Sim,  sail  i<)<iii<\  /v  out   nil  iii;/lif 
The  (jrrat  irottfl-hisitti  jKiirs  thr  sam}. 
In  Mu.skrat  Land,  in  Mnskrat  Land. 


In  Mnskrat  Land  dim  filnanis  diridr 
Thf  tiindnis  1„  Itnl  In/  flu   v/.//. 

Ifotr  sirrrt  in  .slim  cannr  to  t/tidr. 

And  dream,  and  ht  the  irorld  f/o  hif! 

linild  (jay  camih/ins  on  fireminii  strand! 

In  Mnskrat  Land,  in    \htxhral  Land. 


"Dwelt  with  the  Huskies  by  the  Polar 


sea."  • 
-Samklmt. 


-^wi^uBuaiaaiH 
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IV. 


AikI  s«»  wr  (In-jMiicd  aihl  <liift(Ml,  she  niid  I; 

An.I    Ik.w    she    |(.v(m1    ihat    fm-,    mifiiili.,in.-.l 
lif.'! 
Then.,  ill  (lir  i»ca(li-l.|(,(,ni  (»f  the  nii(lni;;li(  skv, 

Thr  silence  weidei!   us.  Hue  mail  aiMl   wife. 
Then   Noifli  and   North   iuviiicildy  we  picssed 
I!«'Vond  till'  Circle,  to  tlie  world's  white  erest. 


And  on  tlic  windnaih'd  Arctic  waste  we  stayed 
I>welt  with  the  fluskies  hy  the  INdar  sea. 

Fur  had  they,  white  fox,  marten,  mink,  to  trad*'. 
And  w<'  had  food-stulT,  \nu(u\,  flour  and  tea. 

So  we  made  snu-,',  «hummed  up  with  all  the 
hand  : 

Smlden  the  Winter  swooped  on  Husky  Land. 


V. 


What  was  that  ill  so  sinister  and  dread, 
Smitinj,'  the  trihe  with  sickness  to  the  hone' 

So  that  we  waked  one  morn  to  tind  them  tied; 
So  that  we  stood  and  stared,  alone,  alone. 


M) 


Smisliinc 


I'.ravt'ly  slit-  sinih'tl  iiiul   looked  into  u\\   cvrs: 
l.an^lH'il  ill   tlicir  lioiiblfd,  sttTii,  fon-lMMliii;; 
pain; 

(Jaily  slic  niorkcd  tin*  tm'iia<'«'  of  tlu'  skies, 
Turned   to  our  elieery  eahiti  oiire  a^'ain, 

Sayiii;i:   "Tuill   somi   he   over.   dear»'st    one. 

The  l(»ii;;,  ion;;  ni^ilit  :  llien  oh,  (lie  sun,  llie  siin !" 


VI. 


(Soil    )iin<lv  n   Imtit   nf   <I>>}(1.   o/  ;inhl, 
Sliiiiimj  ami  sirrrt  and  trur: 

Cutrv  it  (I  hitiiif  of  fnhr.st  mould, 
llUst  it,  and  calif d  it — You. 

Cod  ijarr  tlir  roxr  itx  f/rarc  of  filou'. 
And  the  larU  its  radiant  glee; 

llnl,  Ik  Iter  than  all.  I  know,  I  know 
(lod  ijare  yon.  Heart,  to  me. 


VII. 

Sjie  was  all  sunshine  in  those  duliious  days; 

Our  cabin   Ix'aconed   witli  defiant   liirht; 
We  ehaltei-ed  by  the  friendly  diift-wood  blaze; 

Closer  and  closer  cowered  the  liaj;  like  night. 


SlIMsllilK 
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A  wnlfhowl  WMiiltl  hiiv,.  I II  ji  \v»'l(oiii<>  so      il. 

All. I  ihi-i'f  was  iiotir  in  :il|  tliat  slrickfn  hitnl; 
^|'l   with  siK  h  silciHc.  «liirkii»ss.  <|f:iili  iiioniul, 

l.«'iiriH'<l  \vi'  tt»  l.ivc  iis  few  call  iiinlnstaiul. 
Spiiif   will,  spiiii    fiis.'il,  ami  son!   In  soul, 
Tlit'ic  ill  ihr  siillci,  shadow  of  t|ii>  IN,),.. 


VIII. 

What  was  that  liaiiiitin-,'  horror  of  the  nijL'ht? 

Mravc  was  sh..;  hiioyaiif.  full  of  simiiy  <  h'rr. 
Why  was  hrr  fare  so  sniall,  so  stran-;.'lv  white? 

Th.'ii  (hM     I    turn   from   her.  heart-sick  with 
f<';ir; 
Sfnijlht  in  my  ajrony  the  outcast  snows; 

Pr:iy<'»I  in  my  pain  to  that  insensate  sky; 
(!rove||e<l    ami    sol,l,e,l    aii<l    cursed,    and    then 
arose: 

"  Sunshine!  O  heart  of  jiold !  to  die!  to  die!" 


TX. 

She  died  on  f'hristiiias  Day— it  seems  so  sad 
That   one  you   h>ve  shoiihl  die  on  r'hristmas 
Day. 

rTond-Itowed   I  knelt  I.y  her;  O  Ood  !  I  hnd 
No  tears  to  shod,  uo  moan,  no  prayer  to  prav. 
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Sunshine 


I  licjifd  lici-  wliispcr:  "('all  me,  will  you,  doar? 

TIk'V  say  Death  parts,  l»nt  I  won't  ijo  away. 
I  will  l»('  with  yon  in  the  cabin  here; 

Oh.  I  will  plead  with  iUa]  to  let  me  stayl 
Stay  till  the  Xiuht  is  .none,  till  Sprinj;  is  nijjh, 
Till  sunshine  cnuies  .  .  .  be  brave  .  .  .  I'm 'tired 
.  .  .  jrood-bye  .  .  ." 


X. 

Vnv  weeks,  for  months  I  have  not  seen  tho  sun; 

The  minatory  dawns  are   leprous  pale; 
The  I'elon  days  malinj^er  (»ne  by  otu-; 

How   like  a   dream   Life   is  I   how   vain  I   how 
stale! 
I,  too,  am  faint;  that  vampire-like  disease 

Has  fallen  on  me;  weak  and  voh]  am  I, 
nuji<;inj>-  a  tiny  fire  in  fear  I  freeze: 

The  cabin  must  lie  cold,  and  so  I  try 
To  beai-  the  frost,  the  frost  that  fijjhts  decay, 
The  frost  that  keeps  her  beautiful  ulway. 


XI. 


f^hr  //r.v  iritJiiii  an  irif  vault: 
It  ylillcm  like  a  care  of  nalt. 


Runsl 


line 
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.1//  marhh'-jturc  ami  aiifirl-sirrrf 

With  cainllcs  at  her  lirad  ami  feet, 

I'lulrr  ail  cniiiiir  rohv  she  lies. 

I  kisK  hrr  hands.  I  kiss  h<  r  ri/rs: 

"  ('(iiiir  hack,  coinr  hack.  ()  Lore,  I  pray, 

Into  this  house,  this  house  of  clay! 

Ansirer  my  kisses  soft  and  warm; 

Xestle  ayain  irithin  my  arm. 

Come!  for  I  knoir  thai  you  are  near; 

Oyen  your  eyes  and  look,  my  dear. 

■Inst  for  a  moment  hreak  the  mesh: 

Hack  from  the  spirit  leap  to  flesh. 

Weary  I  iniil :  the  iiiyht  is  hlack: 

Lore  of  my  life,  come  hack,  come  ha'k!" 


XTT. 


Last  iiij^ht  maybe  I  was  a  little  mad, 

For  as  I  prayed  (lesi>airful  liy  her  side, 
Siuli  a  stranjie,  antic  visioninj;  T  had : 

Lol  it  did  seem  her  eyes  irere  open  iride. 
Surely   I   must   have  dreamed  I    I   stared  once 
more  .  .  . 

\o,  'twas  a  candle's  trick,  a  shadow  cast. 
There  were  her  lashes  lockinj;  as  hefoi'e. 

(Oh,  hilt  it  tilled  me  with  a  joy  so  vast  I) 
No,  'twas  a  freak,  a  fancy  of  the  hrain. 
(Oh,  hut  to-night  I'll  try  again,  again  I) 
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Simsfiine 


N' 


xin. 

Ii  was  no  dream;  now  do  I  know  that  Love 

Leapt  fi'oni  the  stany  battlcincnfs  of  DcaMi ; 
For  in  my  vijjil  as  I  bent  above, 

Callinj,'  her  name  witli  eaj,'er,  bnrninir  breath, 
S^udden  th«M'e  came  a  ehan<,'e;  a.tjain  I  saw 

The  ra<lianee  of  tlie  rose  leaf  stain  her  cheek; 
Kivers  of  raptnre  thriHed  in  snnny  tliaw; 
(loft  were  her  coral  lips  as  if  to  speak; 
r'nrved  were  her  tender  arms  as  if  to  <lin£r; 

Open  the  flower-like  eyes  of  lucent  blue, 
Lookinj:  at  me  with  love  so  pityiii-r 

That  I  could  fancy  Heaven  shinini;  through. 
"Sunshine,"    I    faltered,    *^  stay    with    me,    oh, 
stay :" 
Yet  ere  I  finished,  in  a  moment's  flijjht, 
Thei-e  in  Ium;  anf^el  purity  she  hiy— 

Ah!  but  I  know  she'll  <-ome  ajjain  to-nii^ht. 
IJrcii  as  radio)!  f  stnml  leaps  from   I  lie  sheath, 
Soul  from  the  hodij  leaps~ice  call  it  Death. 

XIV. 

Even  as  this  line  T  write, 

I)o  T  know  that  she  is  near; 
Happy  am  I,  every  nijiht 

Tomes  she  back  to  bid  nie  cheer; 
Kissinjr  her,  T  hold  her  fast; 
Win  her  into  life  at  last. 


n      ^ 


,1 


Sunsliine 

Did  I  (Iroani  that  yrstcnlay 
On  yon  mountain  n'djfc  a  jjlow 

Soft   as   moonstone   jjalod   auay, 
Loavinj;  less  forlorn   thv  snow? 

Tould  it  Ik'  liic  sun?    Oh,  fain 

Would  I  see  the  sun  ajiain! 

Oil,  to  SCO  a  ooral  dawn 

Oladdcn  to  a  crocus  jjlowl 

Bay's  a  spectre  dim  and  wan, 
Dancinfr  on   the   furtive  snow; 

Xifiht's  a  cloud  upon  my  brain: 

Oh,  to  see  the  stin  a<;ain  I 

You  who  find  us  in  this  place, 
ITave  yon  pity  in  your  hreast; 

Let  us  in  our  last  <'mbiace 
Under  earth  sun-hallowed  rest. 

Night's  a  claw  up(m  my  brain: 

Oh,  to  see  the  sun  again! 
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XV. 

The  Sun!  at  last  the  Sun!  I  write  these  lines, 
Here    on    my    knees,    with    feeble,    fumbling 
hand. 

Look:  in  yon  mountain  cleft  a  radiance  shines. 
Gleam  of  a  primrose— .see  it  thrill,  e.xpand, 
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Suiisliiiie 


<Ji»»\v     <;lfni(nis.       Dear    (i(«I    be     praised:     it 
streams 
hilo  llie  raliiii  in  a  liiisli  (if  n(tl(l. 
I.noix-:  flieiH'  slie  stands,  tlie  an};el  »»f  my  di-eams, 

Ail  in  tlie  radiant  sliimmcr  aiireojed ; 
I'i.st  as  I  saw  lier  fi-(»m  my  l»ed  of  jiain; 

First    as     I     loved    her    when    the    darkness 
passed. 
Now  do  I  know  that  Life  is  not  in  vain; 

Now  do  I  know  (;<td  rares,  at  last,  at  last  I 
I.i.yht  outlives  dark,  joy   .urief,   and    L(»ve's   the 

sum  : 
TTeart  of  my  heart!     Sunshine!     I  rome  ...  I 
come  .  .  . 
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The  Idealist 

Ofi,  yoii  who  lisivc  (liiiiiij;  deeds  to  tell  I 

And  yon  who  Imve  felt  Ainhitioii's  spell! 

Have  you  heard  of  the  lonse  who  lonj^ed  to  dw<'ll 

In  i!;!    fToIdeii  hair  of  a  (|U('on? 
He  sijihed  all  day  and  he  sighed  all  niirht. 
And   no  one  could   nndeistand   it   quito, 
For  the  head  <»f  a  slut   is  a   louse's  delight, 

IJut  he  jn'ned  for  the  head  of  a  (piccn. 


So  he   leff  his  kinsfolk   in   merry   play. 
And  <ttT  l»y  his  lonesome  he  stole  away. 
rn»m  the  home  of  his  youth  so  hriuht  and  <;ay, 

And   <,'lori(»usly  unclean. 
An<l  at  last  he  came  to  the  palace  irato, 
And  he  made  his  way  in  a  manner  strai.^ht 
(For  a  louse  may  jro  where  a  ma?i  must  wait) 

To  the  tiring-room  of  the  queen. 
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The  Idealist 


Tho  quoen  slio  spake  to  lici-  tirin<;-rnaM : 
"Tlici-c's  sonicfliinj;  the  maltcr,   I'm  afraid. 
T«»-iiij,dit  ci-c  for  sleep  my  liaii-  ye  braid, 

Just  see  wliat  may  lie  seen." 
And  lo,  when  they  e<tnd»ed  that  sliinin-;  hair, 
They  found  him  alone  in  his  ^dory  there, 
And  he  cried:  "  I  die,  I.nt   I  do  not  care, 

For  I've  lived  in  tlie  head  of  a  (jueeu !" 


J5 


Atliabaska  Dick 


WiiKN  the  Imus  ooino  out  from  Lac  Labicbo  in 

tlio  Inn'  of  tlu*  early  Sprin<;, 
To  take  the  pay  of  the  "  Ilndscm's  Day,"  as 

their  fathers  did  before, 
They  are  all  ajrlee  for  the  jamboree,  and  they 

make  the  T.andin<;  rin<; 
With  a  whoop  and  a  whirl,  and  a  "  Orab  yo-.ir 

jjirl,"  and  a  rip  and  a  skij)  and  a  roar. 
For  the  spree  of  Sprinj;  is  a  sacred  thin.!;,  and 

the  boys  must  have  their  fun; 
Packer  an«l  tracker  and  half-breed  Tree,  from 

the  boat  to  the  bar  they  leap; 
And  then  when  the  lonjr  tlotilla  <;oes,  and   the 

last  of  theii-  pay  is  done, 
The   boys    from    the   banks   of   Lac    Labiche 

swin*;  to  the  heavy  sweep. 
And  oh,  how  they  si«;h !  aiid   their  thr(>ats  arc 

dry,  and  sorry  are  they  and  sick  • 
Yet    there's   none   so   <ursed    with    a    limekiln 

thirst  as  that  Athabaska  Dick. 
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Athahaska  Dick 


lie  was  loii},'  aiul   slim   mikI   lean  <)f   limit,   hut 
stioiiiT  iis  a   stripling;   hear; 
And   l»v   tlic   liyht   mP  his  skill  aii<l   mi«;h(    he 
liiiidiMl   I  he   I,oii<r   Ftiijiadc. 
All  watf'r-wisc  were  his  lanjiliin;;  eves,  and  he 
st«'('icd   with  a  raiclcss  care, 
Ami  he  slimmed  ihc  shock  of  foam  and  rock, 
till  they  came  to  the  l!i<>  ('ascadc. 
And  here  tlicv  must  mid«'  the  loiijLr  iturtaijc,  and 
the  Itoys  sweat   in  the  sun; 
And  they  heft  and  jiark,  and  they  haul  and 
track,  and  each  must  do  his  trick; 
IJut  their  thoughts  ;ii-e  far  in  the  Landinj;  har, 
where  the  founts  of  nectar  run: 
And  no  man  thiid<s  of  such  jjorjjeous  drinks 
as  that  Athahaska   Dick. 


'Twas  the  close  of  day.  and   his  Ioujj:  hoat  lay 
just  <»ver  the  Uif;  Cascade, 
When  there  came  to  liim  »»iu'  Jackpot  Jim, 
with  a  wild  li'iht  in  his  eye; 
And  he  softly  laui-hed,  and  he  led  Dick  aft,  all 
eajicr,  yet   half  afrai<l. 
Ami  snui-ly  stowed   in  his  coat  he  showed  a 
pilfered  llask  of  "rye." 


il 
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Athabaska  Dick 
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And  in  haste  li»*  slipiuMl,  or  iii  fear  he  tripped, 
Itut — Dick  ill  wainin^'  roared — 
And  there  raiiji  a  yell,  and  it  befell  that  Jim 
was  overb<)ard. 


Oh,  I  lieartl  a  sphisli,  and  (jiiirk  as  a  flash  I  knew 

he  eould  not  swim. 
I  saw  him  whirl  in  I  he  river  swirl,  and  thresh 

his  arms  ahont. 
In  a  (^neer,  strained   way   I   heard   Diek  say: 

"  I'm   ^oinj;  after   him," 
Throw  otV  liis  roat,  leap  <h)wn  the  boat — and 

then  I  jiave  a  shoiit  : 
"Hoys,  jriab  him,  (jiiiek:     Yuu're  crazy,   Dick! 

Far  better  »»ne  than  two  I 
Hell,   man  I     Voii   km»\v  you've  jiot   no  show  I 

It's  sure  and  certain  death  ..." 
And  there  we  liiiiiir,  and   there  we  elnng,  witli 

beef  and  brawn  and  thew, 
And  sinews  cracked  and  joints  were  racked, 

and  jfantiiif;  came  onr  breath; 
And  there  we  swayed  and  lliere  we  prayed,  till 

sireimth  and  hope  were  spent 
Then  Dick,  he  threw  us  off  like  rats  and  after 

Jim  he  went. 
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Athabaska  Dick 


With  a  mi};hty  wvm'  iiinid  tho  snr^jo  of  rivcr- 

ri\>iv  he  leapt, 
And    };ripin'<l    his    mate    and    (h'spcratc    he 

fon^jlit    to   irain   tlic  shore; 
Witli   tccfli  ji;,'l<'inii   Ih-   l»u»k('«l   tin-  sti-cuni,  yet 

swift  and  sure  he  swept 
To  meet  the  mighty  eatara<t  that  waited  nil 

a  roar. 
And  there  we  stood  like  carven  wo<m1,  our  faces 

siekly  white, 
And  watehed  him  as  he  heat     he  foam,  and 

in<'h  hy  ineh  lie  lost ; 
And  nearer,   nearer  drew   the   fall,  and   fiercer 

<irew  the  fijrht, 
Till  on  the  very  cascade  crest  a  last  farewell 

he  tossed. 
Then  down  and  down  and  down  they  plnn<;ed 

into  that   pit  of  dread ; 
And  mad  we  tore  alonj;  the  shore  to  claim  our 

bitter  dead. 


And    from    that    hell    of    frenzied    foam,    that 
(•rashed  and  fumed  jind  hoiled. 
Two  little  Itodies  hulihled  up,  and  they  were 
heedless  then; 
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"And  from  that  hell  of  frenzied  foam." 

—Alhabaska  Dick. 
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Athabaska  Dick 
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And  oh,  tlicy  lay  like  senseless  clay:  and  bitter 
hard  we  toiled, 
Yet  never,  never  jjleani  of  hope,  and  we  were 
weary  men. 
And  moments  monnted   into  hours,  and  Mack 
was  our  (h'spair; 
And  faint  were  we,  and  we  were  fain  to  give 
tliem  Jip  as  dead. 
When  suddenlv    I    thrilled   with   hope:    "Back, 
hoys!  and  give  him  air; 
I  feel  the  tlutterof  hisheart     .     .     ."    And,  as 
the  word  I  said, 
Dick  gave  a  sigh,  and  gazed  around,  and  saw  our 
hreathless  band; 
And  saw  the  sky's  blue  floor  above,  all  strewn 
with  g(dd(      Heece; 
And    saw    his    comrade    Ja- k-pcit    Jim,    and 
touched  him  with  his  hand; 
And  then  there  came  into  his  eyes  a  look  of 
perfect  peace. 
And   as  there,  at  his  very   feet,   the  thwarted 

river  raved. 
I  heard  him   murmur  low  and  deep:    "Thank 
God  I  the  irhiskcij's  saved" 
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Cheer 

It's  a  niifility  jjood  world,  sa  it  is,  dear  lass, 

When  ('V«'n  tlic  woist  is  said. 
TluTc's  a  smile  and  a  tear,  a  sinli  and  a  cheor, 

Hut  hotter  he  livinj;  than  dead ; 
A  joy  and  a  pain,  a  loss  and  a  jiain; 

There's  honey  and  may  he  some  jrall : 
Yet  still  I  declare,  foul  weather  (»r  fair, 

It's  a  mighty  good  world  after  all. 


For  look,  lass!  at  night  when  I  break  from  the 
fight, 
My  Kingdom's  awaiting  for  me; 
There's  comfort  and  rest,  and  the  warmth  of 
your  breast, 
And  little  (mes  climbing  my  knee. 
There's  fire-light  and  song— Oh,  the  world  may 
be  wrong. 
Its  empires  may  topple  and  fall: 
My  home  is  my  care — if  gladness  be  there, 
It's  a  mighty  good  world  after  all. 
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O  hoart  of  puro  {jold !    I  have  made  you  a  fold, 

It's  sholtorcd,  sun-fondled  and  warm. 
O  little  ones,  rest  I    I  have  fashioned  a  nest; 

Sleep  on  I  you  are  safe  from  the  storm. 
For  there's   no   foe   like   fear,   and   there's   no 
friend  like  cheer, 

And  sunshine  will  flash  at  our  call; 
So  erown  Love  as  Kinjr,  and  let  us  all  sine: — 

"  It's  a  mighty  good  world  after  all." 
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The  Return 

They  turned  him  loose;  he  bowed  his  head, 

A  felon,  bent  and  grey. 
His  face  was  evi'U  as  the  Dead, 

lie  had  no  word  to  say. 

lie  sought   the  home  of  his  old   love. 

To  look  on  her  once  more; 
And  where  her  roses  breathed  ;fbove, 

He  cowered  beside  the  door. 

She  sat  there  in  the  shining  room; 

ller  hair  was  silver  gicy. 
He  stared  and  stared  from  out  the  gloom; 

He  turned  to  go  away. 


Her  roses  rustled  overhead. 

She  saw,  with  sudden  start. 
"  I  knew  that  you  would  come,"  she  said, 

And  held  him  to  her  heart. 


The   Return 

ITor  face  was  rapt  ami  aii;;<'l-s\voot; 
Sho  (ou(h«'«l  Ills  hair  (tf  avcy; 

lint  fi<\  sothshah)  II,  al  h,  r  fvrt, 
CnuUl  otilij  jinii/  and  jiiai/. 
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The  Junior  God 

Thk  Juiiior  God  looked  from  '.:    'dace 

hi  tlu'  C'onninjr-towtMS  of  lusivcn, 
And  ho  saw  the  world  tl»n»u<,di  tlu'  span  of  spaoo 

Liki'  a  jilant  «!;olM>all  diivcn. 
And  botausc  ho  was  borod,  as  some  f^ods  are, 

With   hijjh  e(d<'stial   mirth, 
•le  clutrhcd  the  reins  of  a  sho»)ting  star, 

And  he  steered  it  down  to  earth. 


The  Jnnior  God,  'mid  leaf  and  hnd, 

Passe<l  on  with  a  weary  air, 
Till  lo!  he  eanu'  to  a  \wo\  of  mnd. 

And  some  hoj;s  were  roUinjr  there. 
Then   in  he  jdunfjed  with  gleeful  cries, 

And  down  he  lay  supine; 
For  (hey  had  no  mud  in  paradise. 

And  thev  likewise  had  no  swine. 


The  Junior  God 
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Tlu'  .Tunior  God   forgot  hiinsi'lf; 

lie  s<im'l(Iu'd  iimd  tliroujili  liis  toos; 
With  the  can'U'ss  joy  of  a  wanton  boy 

11  is  nn-kU'SS  lauj^htcr  rose. 
Till,  tiled  at  last,  in  a  l»rook  dose  by^ 

lie  wasliiMl   oil"  every  stain; 
Then  softly  np  to  the  ia<liant  sky 

He  rose,  a  fjod  ajjain. 


TIh'  Jnnior  CkmI  now  heads  the  roll 

In  the  list  of  heaven's  ])eers; 
He  sits  in  the  Ilonse  of  IIi};h  Control, 

And   he  rejjnlates  the  spheres. 
Yet  <loes  he  wonder,  do  yon  snppose, 

If,  even  in  gods  divine, 
The  best  and  wisest  may  not  be  those 

Who  have  wallowed  awhile  with  the  swine? 
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The  Nostomaniac 

On   the  ram/ril  c^hfc  of  the  vorhl  I'll  roam, 
And  the  home  of  thr  wolf  xhall  he  niif  home. 
Anil  a  hiinrh  of  Imurn  on  thr  houndlcHx  unowa 
Thr  mil  of  mif  trail  .  .  .  who  knows,  who  knmrs! 

I'm  (Iroaminj:  to-ni^'lit  in  tlio  firo-slow,  altnu'  in 
my  study  tower. 
My  books  battalioncd  arouml  me,  my  Kiplins 
flat  on  my  knc*", 
Unt  I'm  not  in  the  mood  for  n-adin}:,  I  haven't 
moved  for  an  honr; 
Rody  and  brain  I'm  weary,  weary  the  heart 
of  me; 
Weary  of  enishin};  a  lon<;ing  it's  little  I  nnder- 
stand. 
For   I    thonfiht    that    my   ti'ail    was  ended,  I 
thonjiht  T  had  earned  my  rest; 
P.nt  oh,  it's  stronger  than  life  is,  the  eall  of  tlu> 
hearthless  land  I 
And  I  turn  to  the  North  in  my  tronhh    as  a 
child  to  the  mother-breast. 
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"  And   I'm  darisp  f 

the  <i^l»»#» 


Miner  that  runs 


■M^^ 


.| 


.:•* 


■"-^ 


gji 


v  nmf^U' 


-    ^ 


i 


VJ     i 


I         'A 


i 


The  Nostoinaniac 
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IIrr«>  in  my  den  it's  (luict;  tin*  sfawiiul  taps  on 
till'  pane; 
Tht're's   com  fort    ami    onsc   ami    plenty,    the 
smilo  of  the  Siinth  is  sweet. 
All  that  a  man  mi;iht   Ion;:  for,  fi^^ht   for  ami 
seek    in    vain, 
Pirtnres  iin<l  liool^s  and  mnsie,  pleasnre  my 
last  retreat. 
IVaeel  I  tlion;;lit  I  iiad  gained  it,  I  swore  that 
my   tale   was   told; 
Ilv  mv  hair  that   is  ^^rev  T  swore  it,  hv  mv 
eyes  that  are  slow  to  s»'e; 
Yet  what  does  it  all  avail  me?   to-ni^jht,  to-niijht 
as  <)f  old. 
Out  of  the   dark    T    hear   it — the    Northland 
calling  to  mc. 


I 


And  I'm  darinj;  a  rampa^joous  river  that  runs 
the  devil  knows  where; 
My  hand  is  athrill  on  th«*  paddl«>,  the  hirch- 
l»ark  Itfiunds  like  a  bird. 
Hark    to   the   rundde   of   rapids  I     Here  in  my 
morris  chair. 
Ea^er  and  tens»>  I'm  straininj: — isn't  it  most 
altsurd? 
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The   Nostonianiac 


Now    in    the  rimrn   iiiui    tin*    lather,  foam  that 
liiss«'s  atnl  stings, 
Leap  I,  keyed  for  the  strug{j;h»,  fury  and  fume 
and  n»ar; 
Kofks  are  spittiriju'  like  hell  cats — Oh,  it's  a  sport 
for  kings. 
Life  on  a  twist  of  tlie  paddh'     .     .     .     there's 
my  "  Kini"  on  the  thtor. 


How  I  thrill  and  I  vision!    Thon  my  camp  of  a 
night; 
Red  and  gold  of  the  fire-glow,  net  afloat    in 
tlie  stream ; 
Scent  of  the  pines  and  silence,  little  "  pal  "  pipe 
alight. 
Body  u-purr  with  pleasure,  sleep  untroulded 
of  dream  : 
Hanquet    of   paystreak    bacon  I  moment   of   joy 
divine, 
^A'hen  the  liannock  is  hot  and  gluey,  and  the 
teapot's  nearing  the  boil! 
Never  was  wolf  so  hungry,  stomach  cleaving  to 
spine  .  .  . 
rial    there's    my   servant    calling,    says    that 
dinner  will  spoiL 


Millioning  hordes  of  the  Pine." 

^Tht  NoUomaniac. 
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The  Nostomaniac 
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What  do  I  want  with  dinnor?     fan  I  cat  any 
more? 
Tan  T  sk'cp  as  I  used  to?  .  .  .  Oh.  I  ahhoi-  this 
life! 
(live  n»('  the  Oicat  riiccrtain,  the  T.ani'n  I.and 
for  a  Ihior, 
The   Milkv   Way   for  a  roof-lK'ani.  splendonr 
and  space  and  strife: 
Sonicthinjr    to    fij^ht    and    die    for — the    limpid 
Lake  of  the  IJear, 
The    Empire    of    Kiiipty    Rellies,    the    dunes 
where   the   Do<rril>s  dwell: 
l>i^'  thin^is,  real  thinj^s,  live  thinjjs  .  .      here  in 
my  morris  chair. 
How    I    ache    for    tlie     Northland  I    *' Dinner 
and  servants" — rielll 


Am  I  too  old,  I  wonder?    fan  I  take  one  trip 
more? 
Go  to  the  <;'"»niteribl>od  valleys,  flooded  with 
siinset  wine. 
Peaks   that    pierce   the   aurora,   river.s   I    must 
explore. 
Lakes    of    a     thousand     islands,     millionin;? 
honles  of  the   IMne? 


m 


1  he   Nostoniaiiiac 


I»o  \\u'\  miss  inc.  I  woiidci-,  vjilh'v  a  ml  pi-ak  ami 
plain? 
Wliispcriti};  ('a«li  to  the  otlu'r:  ''  Many  a  moon 
lias  juissi'd   .  .  , 
Whuie  has  he  <.'oii('.  onr  lover?     Will  he  conn* 
hack  a}j;ain? 
Star  with  his  lir»'s  our  tumira,  leave  us  his 
bones  at  last?" 


Ves.  I'll  fio  back  to  the  Northland,  bark  to  the 
way  of  the  bear, 
F'.aek  to  the  nniske<;  ami   mountain,  back  to 
the  ice-leajiuered  sea. 
Old  am   I!     What  dites  it  matter?     Xolhinj;  I 
would  not  dan'; 
Give  me  a  trail  to  conquer — Oh,  it  is  "  meat  " 
to  me! 
I   will   j;o  back    to   the   Northland,    feeble   and 
blind  an<l  lame; 
Sjjji  with  the  sunny-eyed   Husky,  eat    moose- 
nos«'  with  the  free; 
Play  with  the  Vellow-knife  bastards,  boastinj; 
my  blood  and  my  tuime: 
I   will   go   back   to   the   Northland,    for    the 
Northland  is  calling  to  me. 


■*■ 


"The  limpid  Lake  of  the  Bear." 

—The  Niulomaniae. 
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Tlicti  {;ir<'  to  iii<>  patMl**  siml  \vlii|il:iMli.  iiiul  ^ivc 
to  iiM'  tiiin|»iiiH'  ami  ^iiti;  * 

Ci'nv    to    iiif   salt    anil    tohacco,    tloiir    jukI    ji 
j;nnny  of  ti'a ; 
Taki'   iiu'   up  over   tlif  (Mirlc,   iiiiilfi-   tlir   (lam 
Itovant   sun; 
Turn  m<'  fooi-loosi'  iik**  a  sjivap'— that  Is  tin* 
tinisli  of  ni)'. 
I   know   till'  trail    !   am   scckin};,   it's  np  Itv   tin- 
l.akf  of  the  Wvnv, 
It's  down  ]>y  the  Antir  liaricns,  it's  ovrr  to 
flndson's   r.ay; 
.Mayhc  I'll  ;:ct   tlMT** — maylM':  ilciitli  is  svi  Ity  a 
hair  .  .  . 
Hark:  It's  the  Northland  railing,':  now  must 
I  p>  away  .  .  . 


(lO   to   thr    \\'i\(1   that    iraits  for  tnr; 
tin  irfif  rr  Ihr  iiiooxr  iiihl  tin-  UlUsk-o.r  Itr; 
do  It)  the  iroff  nint  thr  simt  xmnrs; 
do  to  my  fdtf   .  .  .  irho  knoirx,  irho  hnoirs! 
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Ambition 


"I 


TiiKY  Iti-oii^lii  (lie  mijL'lity  cliicf  to  town; 

TIk'.v  showed  liiiii  straii;,'*',  uiiwoiitcil  sij^lits; 
Yet  SIS  he  waiulrnMl  up  ami  down. 

lit'  srt'iiHMl  to  sc(ii-n  tlH'ir  vain  dcliirhts. 
His  face  was  j;rim,  his  eye  Uuked  fire. 

As  one  who  mourns  a  jilory  <l<'ad ; 
And  wlien  they  soujilit  his  lieart's  «h'sire: 

"  Ml'  like-uni  tooth  same  };ohl,"  he  said. 


{'^ 


A  dontal  phice  they  ([uickly  found. 

rT«'  neither  moaned  nor  moved  his  hoad. 
They  ])ulh'd  Ids  teeth  s(»  white  and  sound; 

They  put  iti  teeth  of  <;old  instead. 
Oil.  never  saw  I  man  so  «ray. 

His  very  beinj;  seemed  to  swell: 
*'  Ha,  ha  I"  he  cried,  "  Now  Injun  say 

Me  heap  hi};  chief,  mr  look  like  hell!" 
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To  Sunnydale 

TiiKia:  lies  ihc  trail  to  Suimydah', 

Amid   the  lure  «»f  laiijililcr. 
Oil.  how  can  we  unhappy  he 

r.cnt'ath  its  loafy  rafter! 
Karh  p«'i-f(H't  liour  is  like  a  flower, 

Kach  (lay  is  like  a  posy. 
How  can  v(»n  sav  the  skies  ai'e  jjrev? 

You're  wrong,  luy  fiiend,  they're  rosy. 


With  right  good  will  let's  clinih  the  hill. 

And  leave  behind  all  sorrow. 
Oh,  we'll  he  gay  I  a  bright  to-day 

Will  make  a  bright   to-morrow. 
CMi,  we'll  l»e  strong!  the  way  is  long 

That  never  has  a  turning; 
The  hill  is  high,  but  there's  tlie  sky, 

And  how  the  West  is  burninir! 


II 
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To  Siinnydale 

Aiul  if  t]ircMi;:li  cliiiiirc  of  ciniiinstance 

\V<'  liavc  to  ii<»  l>;ii't'-f«Mi|.  sir, 
We'll  lint   rcjiiiic— a   fri<'ii»l  of  mine 

lias  jLTot  ii«»  U'i'i  to  IwMit,  sii'. 
This  HappiiK'ss  a  lialiil   is. 

And   l-ifc  is  what   we  make  it: 
St'cl   there's  the  trail   to  Suniivdah'I 

Ui»,  fiiendl  an<l  h't   us  take  it. 
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The  Blind  and  the  Dead 

Shi:  lay  like  a  saint  on  her  copiMT  couch; 

TJkc  an  anjjcl  asleep  she  lay. 
In  the  stare  of  the  jjhoulish  folks  that  slouch 

i\ast  the  Dead  and  sneak  awav. 


Then  (iune  ohi  Jules  of  the  sinhtless  {jazo, 
Who  be}j«;e(l  in  the  streets  for  hread. 

Each  day  he  had  come  for  a  year  of  days, 
And  {xroped  his  way  to  the  Dead. 

"What's  the  Devil's  Harvest  t(.-day?"  he  <ried ; 

"A  wanton  with  <'yes  of  Itliie! 
I've  known   too  many  a  such,"   he  sijihed ; 

"  Mjivln'  T  know  this  .  .  .  mon  Dieu  I" 


lie  raised   the  head   of  the  heedh-ss  Dead; 

lie  finjrerpd  the  frozen  face  .  .  . 
Then  a  «leathly  spell  on  the  watchers  fell — 

(Jod:  it  was  still,  that  place! 


!. 
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The   niiiul  and  the   Dead 


lie  raised  the  head  of  the  eareless  Dead; 

lie  fiiiuhh'd   a  va<?rant  eurl; 
And  then  with  his  sijuditless  smile  he  said 


"  It's  only  my  litth'  jrirl." 


"Dear,  my  doar,  did  they  hurt  you  so! 

f'omo  to  your  daddy's  heart  .     .  " 
Aye,  and  he  Ijehl  so  tight,  yon  know, 

They  were  hard  to  foree  apart. 
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No  I     Paris  isn't  always  gay; 

And  the  niorgnc  has  its  stories,  *oo; 
Yon  are  a  writer  of  tales,  you  say — 

Then  there  is  a  tale  for  vou. 
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The  Atavist 

What  arc  you  iloinjj  here,  Torn  Thorne,  on  the 
white  topknot  of  the  worhl, 
Where  the  wind  has  the  eut  of  a  naked  knife 
and  (lie  stars  are  rapier  keen? 
IIiiji^Mii';  a  snnnlj;y  willow  fire,  «leep  in  a  lynx 
robe  curled, 
You  that's  a  lord's  own  son,  Tom  Thome — 
what  does  vour  madness  mean? 


fio  home,  jro  home  to  your  cluhs,  Tom  Thome  I 
home  to  your  evening;  dress  I 
TTonie  to  your  place  of  power  n:  d  pride,  and 
the  feast  that  waits  for  you  I 
Why  do  you  linjier  all    alone  in    the    splendid 
emptiness, 
Scouring  the  Land  of  the  Little  Sticks  on  the 
trail  of  the  caribou? 
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Tlic  Atavist 


{' 


Why  <n<l  yon   fall  «.fr  the  Karth.  Tom  Thome, 
out  of  oiir  social  ken? 
What  did  your  dct'jt  dainnation  prove?    What 
was   yt»ur  dark   despair? 
Oh,  with  the  width  of  a  w(»rld  between,  and  years 
U>  tlie  eonnt  «»f  ten, 
If    tiiey    ent    ont    your    heart    tct-ni^ht,    Tom 
Thorne,    fur    name    wonid    he    graven 
there. 


1 1, 
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And  yon   tied   afar  for  the  ihini;  called    I'eace, 
iind    you    ihonirlit    you    would    tiiid    it 
here. 
In  the  jMirple  tnn<lras  vastly  spreail,  and  the 
mountains  whitely  piled; 
It's  a   weai-y  t|uesl    and   a   dreary   ([uest,   hut   I 
think  that  the  end  is  near; 
For  they  say  that   the  I.(ud  has  hidden  it  in 
tlu'  secret  heart  of  the  Wild. 


!| 


.\iul  yon  know  that  heai-t  as  few  men  know,  and 
your  eyes  ai'c  fey  and  dei-p. 
With  a  "somethinjr  lost"  c»»nie  wellini:  hack 
from  the  raw,  red  dawn  of  life: 
With  woe  and   pain  have  you  <;reatly   lain,  till 
<iut  of  abysmal  sleep 
The  soul  of  the  Stfuie  Aixc  leaps  in  ycui.  alert 
f(U'  the  ancient  strife. 


I  think  you  would  hear  the  bull-moose  call." 

—  The  Alavi*t. 
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The    At:i\ist 


m 


Atul    if   Vdii   r;iiiif   to  mil'   fi'wsi    .-iLMiii.   wiili    ils 
iMiiiip  iiiitl  iilvr  iiiiil  yitiw, 
F  think  vini  wmilil  sit  stMiic  still,  Tom  Thoriu', 

iliul   set-   in  ji  (lii/i-  uf  <lrt';illl 

A  iiiiiil  Sim  yn;nliii;i  l<»  fi't'iizicd  tliiiiii'  till'  ;,'litt<'r- 
iiit:  irfiiis  of  tlu'  stiow. 
And  a  iiionsiiT  iiiiisk-ox  Imlkiiii:  Mark  a^'aiiist 

tilc   l)loo<|l'«'*|    ^Iraill. 


I  think  Von  would  see  Itci^-ltattliny;  shun's,  and 
staintiHT  and  halt  and  stai-i- 
With    a    snddt'ii    sense    of    tin-    fro/.t-n    void, 
seiM'iie  and  vast  and  still; 
And  the  athinj;  jih-ain  and  the  hnsh  <tf  dfcain, 
and  the  tiatk  of  a  jrieat  \vhit«'  licar. 
And  the  piiinal  Inst  that  sni-;:<'d  in  von  as  \on 
si>ian^  t«»  make  voni-  kill. 


I  think  yon  wonid  hear  the  Imll-tnoiise  (all,  and 
tin'  ulnttt'd  livci-  i-oaf. 
And  sjtv  the  hosts  of  the  eaiihoi!  shadow  tin' 
sliinin;;  plain ; 
And   feid    the   jMilse  of  the  sileincs,  and   stand 
•date  oiiee  inofe 
On  the  v<'iy:»'  of  the  yawninir  vastitndes  tliat 
call  to  vou  in  vain. 
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TO  The  Atavist 

I'or  I  tliink  yon  an-  one  with  the  stars  and  tho 
Sim,  aiul  lln'  wind  and  the  wave  and  the 
ih'W ; 
And  fli<'  peaks  untnid  lliat  yearn  to  God,  and 
the  valleys  undefiled; 
.Men  soar  with  wiii<;s.  and  tliey  lu-idh'  kin<;s,  Imt 
\\;iat  is  it  all  to  you. 
Wise  in  the  ways  (»f  the  wilderness,  and  sti'onfi 
with  the  streniith  of  the  Wild? 

Yon  have  s])ent  yoiir  life,  yon  have  wa;:e<l  your 
strife  where  never  we  play  a  i»art ; 
Y<tu    have    held    the    throne    of     the     Great 
T'idvnown,  yon   have   ruled   a  kingdom 
vast : 


Hut  Iniiiiilit  tlirn's  II  str(iii>i<  \  luir  tniil  for  i/'hi, 
ami  ifon  f/o,  O  irmrff  hrnit! 
To  ihf  jirarr  hikI  rest  of  llir  (In at  r'»//(/fs-s'<''/ 
.     .     .     at  last.  To  in  Thontc,  at  tast. 
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The  peaks  untrod  that  yearn  to  God." 

—The  AloeiMt. 


,_,,;    t  =■■' 


f 


:'' 


^f 


•  n 


ii| 


ii 


r 


i^i 


n 


The  Sceptic 


My  Fsithcr  T'liiistinas  passt-d  away 
When  I  was  hardy  seven. 

At  twenty-one,  alaek-a-<lay, 
I  lost  my  hope  of  heaven. 


Yet  not  in  eitlier  lies  the  curse: 

The  hell  of  it's  heeatise 
I  don't  know  whi<'h  loss  hurt  the  worse — 

Mv  God  or  Santa  Clans. 
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The  Ro\er 


I. 


Oil.  Iiiiw  ii<Mi<|  it  is  to  Itf 
I'oot-Ntosc  iiii)]   lif.iit-ficc: 
Just   my  .In^r  :,,„i   pij,,.   .,,„,    ,^   ,in.|.'ni,.i,tl,   the 
Viist  sky; 

Ti-ail  to  fiy  :m.I  -..iil  to  win,  whit,.  loji.I  aii.l  .o..! 
inn; 

ri.'Ms  to  liii-e  a  la.l  afai-.  rlcai-  sptiiiu'  jiih]  still 
star; 

Lilliii-;  f<'('t  that  never  (ii-e.  fri-ecii  diimle,  fa.ir^rot 

life; 
X«»ne  t..  ImiTy.  none  to  j,oi,].  heather  hill  and 

hushed  f(»ld; 
Natnre  like  a   i.ir(iife-l.o(.k,   lan-hin-  h'uf  and 

•  •rijiht  hi-ook; 
E'cn    day   a   jewel    hii-ht.   set    seivnely    in    the 

in'iiht : 

Kveiy  ni-iht   a  holy  shrin.',   radiant   for  a  day 
divine. 
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\V«'atllci-('»|    rln'fk    iilHl    kindlv    ryr,    let    lil»*    Willl- 

•It'icr  jL^M  lu". 
W(tiiiiiii-l(»v('  iiihI  wistful  lu'iirt.  Id  tin-  jiipsy  oih* 

<lfpjirt. 
For  the  faiiu'ss  iin<l  the  ni;nl  an-  his  izhtvy  and 

his  ^ntail. 
Oh.  iIk'  lilt   (if  _viMi..i  aixl  Spring!     I'ycs  hinjih 
aiitl  lips  siiijL;. 

Yt'jJ,  Iml   \\    is  j;<mm1   to  he 
Foot-loose  and  heart-frt'c! 


II. 


Yet  how  iroo'l  it  is  to  coiuo 
Ilonic  at  last,  hoiiif,  hoincl 
On  the  <htv»T  swings  ihc  ln'c,  overhead's  the  hale 

tree. 
Sky  of  iiir(|uoise  •fleams  thr.)n':h.  yonder  ;^lints 
the  lake's  hlne. 

In  a  haiuniock  let's  swinjr.  weai-y  of  wanderini:; 
Tii-ed   of  wild,   nneeitain    lands,   stranjre   faces, 

faint  hands. 
Has  the  w<tndrons  world  jjonc  ecdd?   Am  I  <,'i-ow- 

ini;  old.  (dd? 
O fey  and  weary     .     .     .     let  nie  droani.  irlide  on 

the  tranipiil  stream. 


f\ 
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"■i  I  lie    Ko\  cr 

nil,  wliiil  JMvniis  (liivs  I'm-  liiid,  lull,  IVivid,  '^.ly. 

Yet    dit'iM'  cMiiics  a  siiiillc  clijMii.'f.   If't    flic  strip- 

liiij;  I'dvc,  raii.irt'. 
Fniiii  swcfi   roviny:  miiirs  ^wcd    yrst.  jiftrr  all, 

llOlllc's    iM'St. 

AihI  if  (Ih'I'c's  a  lilllc  iiil  of  womaiilove  with  il. 
I  will  rnniil  IllV  lifr  rniilciil.  (!n(|  lilcst  aiul  Well 
Spent      .      .      . 

( Ml,   hut    it    is  <;oih1   to  lie 

Foot-loose  aii*l   lieart  I'reel 

Yet  how  «roo«l  it  is  to  roiiie 

Home  at  last,  lioiiie,  home  I 


il 
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Barb-Wire  Bill 


At  (hiwii  of  diiy  flic  white  laixl  hiy  all  ;^ni«>S(»in«»- 

likc  aiitl  jiiim, 
When  Hill  McCicr  hv  says  to  nio:  "  We've  (jot  to 

«1o  it,  Jim. 
We've  <,'ot   to  make  Fort   Lianl  (|uiek.     I  know 

tin*  river's  liad, 
r*ut,  (»li!  the  little  woman's  siek     .     .     .     why! 

ilon't  yon  savvy,  hul?" 
And  nie!     Well,  yes,   I  ninst  ronfess  it  wasn't 

hard  to  see 
Their  little  family  «;ionp  of  two  would  soon  be 

one  of  three. 
And  so  T  answered,  eareless-like:  "Why,  Uill! 

yon  don't  supjtose 
I'm    seared    of    that    there    '  l»al»l>lin.i,'    hrook '? 

Whatever  you  say — f^oes." 


, 


A  real  live  man  was  Uarh-Wire  Uill,  with  insides 

eopper  lined; 
For  "  barh-wire  "  was  tlie  brand  of  "  hooch  "  to 

which  he  most  inclined. 


4^-  ■  -  -.t'Ti— *.-  _f-\  '^.  > 


\  J 


:1 


7G 


Harh-Wirc    iMI 


TIm'V  knew   liiiii   fill",    his   i;.rliM»s  jiii"  on    Kittir- 

;;ii/.iiii   sHiMul. 
TIh'V  liiHw  iiiiii  well,  ilic  tiiln's  wliodwcll  within 

thi-   i'iiii-i-<-n    LiiiMl. 
I'litiii    Kdvokiik    to    Kiisk(ii|iiiiii    his    faiiM'    was 

•  'Vcivw  here; 
Ami  hi-  <ll<l  h.vf.  ill!  Mil'  .iImivc.  that   liltlf  .Iiilii' 

<  Main', 
The    lilhc.    while   sl.ivf  ^iil    hi'    iia<l    lM»n«:lit    for 

si'vni  iiiiiitlrnl  skins. 
Ami  taken  lo  his  wickiup  to  niiike  liis  niorciisins. 


We  cfawlffl  «|o\Mi  to  tlir  livt'i'  Itatik.  ami  fci-lih' 

folk  were  wr. 
That    .fiilit'   t'l.iiif    fium   <  Jod  kiiows-whcfc,   anil 

I'.arli-Wiii'  I'.iil  ami  mi'. 

Fioni  shoii'  to  shoiT  wi'  hi-anl  thi'  loai-  the  hcav- 

iiii;  iri'-llui's  maki'. 
Ami    loMil    WI'   lau.<:h"il.  am'    lanmhi'il   our  i-aft. 

ami  followi'il  in  ihi-ii-  waki'. 
Thi'    riviT   swi'pt    ami    sirihi'il    ami    lea]**,   ami 

raujihl  us  in  its  striih-; 
Anil  on  WI'  huili'il  ami<l  a  wmlil  that  riaslu'il  on 

I'ViT.v  siih'. 
With  sullen  ilin  the  itanks  raveil  in:  the  sliorc- 

ice  lanei'd  the  stream; 


Harh-Wirc   Rill  77 

TIm'  iiiikfti  tl<M-s  lik)'  s|MM)ks  iii'Msr.  iill  jiuiLriii^  ami 

a^lfiiiii. 
I'lark  aii«-ii)ir-in'  nf  straiip*  dt-vit-t'  shot  iipwartl 

fi-niii   its  IkmI, 
As  iii;.'lit  ami  <la.v  wr  clt'ft  our  way,  ami  arrow- 

like  Wf  s|M'<|. 


Uiit   "raster  still:"'  <ri»<|    ISarlt-win*   iSill,  ami 

lo(»k(Ml   tilt'   livc-lnli;:  (l;iy 
III  <Itill  ili'spair  at  .Iiilic  Claire,  where  white  like 

death  she  lav. 
Ami  soiiM'tiines  he  wmild  seem  to  pray  and  some- 

tinu-s  seem  to  eiirse, 
And  liriit   aliove,  with  eyes  of  love,  yet   ever  she 

jrrew  worse. 
And  as  we  plunjied  and   leapt  and       uj;ed,  lu-r 

fjire  was  pinrked  with  pain. 
And    I   eould    feel   his  nerv«'S  of  steel  a-tpliver  at 

the  strain. 
And  in  the  niuht   he  ;iripped  me  ti^dil  as  I   Ijiy 

fast  asleep: 
'•  The  river's  kirkin;;  like  a  steer     .     .     .     run 

out   the  forward  sweep! 
That's  Ilell-jrate  Canyon  rijrlit  ahead;  I  know  of 

old  its  roar. 
And     .     .     .     I'll  Ik'  damned!  (In-  in'  is  jumiiinl! 

We've  g(»t  t(t  make  the  shore." 


n 
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Marb-WiM-    Hill 


Willi  <»iif  wild   li-iip   I   }:ri|>|M'»l  ilii'  s\V('c|».     Tin* 

iiiulit  wii^  liliM'U  :is  siti. 
Till-  Ijitiit-iri'  nnslH-il   :iimI    ii|i|M-<|  iiiDJ  siiiiisliiMJ, 

iiin!  stiiiiii)-<i  lis  w  iili  iis  tliii. 
Ami  iH'Mi'  :iii*l  tii-iir,  iiixl  <  h-iir  mimI  vh'nv  I  hriin] 

till'  raiivoii   Imm'iiii  ; 
Ami  swifl   :itii|  slnmy;  we  swept  jiImh';  to  iiK'ct 

niii-  aw  fill  llonril. 
AimI  as  with  tlrratl    I  ;:liiii|tsi-<!  alii-ad  tli*-  death 

that   waited  tlieie. 
.Mv  only  thi»ll«;lit    was  of  llie  Jiill,  the  little  .Fiilie 

riaife; 
And  so.  like  demon  mad  w  ith  feat',   I   panted  at 

the  oai*. 
And  foot   l>.v  foot,  and  iiieli  \ty  inth,  wf  worked 

tin-  laft  asiioie. 


The  hank  was  staked  with  ^irindini:  iee.  and  as 

we  scraped  and  riashed. 
I  only  knew   one  thiii^  to  do,  ami   throiij^h  my 

mind  it  Hashed  : 
Yi't  while  I  jirojM'd  to  timl  the  rope,  I  heard  Uill's 

savap'  ery : 
"That's  my  jol..  lad:     It's  me  that  jumps.     I'll 

snult  this  raft  or  diel" 


li.irh-Wirc    Hill 
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1  sin\  liiiii  l<-:i|>.  I  siiw  liiiii  n-rrp,  I  Miiw  liiiii  ;;:iiri 

tilt'  IiiihI  ; 
I  s:nv  liiiii  rtiiwl.  I  saw  him  fall,  tlini  run  with 

I'Mpr  ill  haini. 
AikI  tlH'ii  tilt*  tIai'kiii'SM  ;;ul|M><l  him  n|t.  ami  <Iowm 

wi-  )lash*M|  (im-f  iiiMit'. 
AihI  n<-:ii-fr,  ii*-ai-fr  i\\r\\  ih*>  Jam.  ami  thnmh'i'- 

lik<'  its  inar. 
<»h,   tJMti;  all's   lost  .     .     from   .Inlic  riairc 

tliric  raiiH'  a  wail  nf  |»ain. 
Am!  ilii'ii — iIh'  im|m'  yii'w  sii<|t|rii  taut,  aii<l  t|uiv- 

fiTil  at  till-  strain ; 
It  slarkt'd  ami  sli|i|M't|.  it   whined  and  j.'ri|(iM'd, 

and  oh,  I  lu'ld  my  Itnath! 
And  there  we  hiin;:  and  there  «■»•  swuii};  rifjht  in 

the  jaws  of  death. 


A    little   strand    of     InMiijM'n    rope,    and    how    I 

watched  it  there, 
\\'ith  all  around  a  hell  of  sound,  and  darktiess 

and  despair: 
A  little  strand  of  hem|M-n  rope,  I  watrhed  it  all 

alone. 
And   somewhere  in   the  dark   behind    F    heard   a 

Woman  moan; 


■■"rr'-'f   H-ja^waWMtfiri-i 
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Harh-Wirc    Hill 


Ami  suiiifW  hfii'  ill  ihf  <|;iiU  ;ili(';i<|  I  lit';ir-.|  :i  iii;i:i 

•  r.v  niil. 
Tlifii    silciirc.   silnirc.   sili-iicf    ft'll.   iiml    iiioiUfil 

IllV    llulluW     sllulll. 

Ami   vi'l   oner  iimic  I'lnin  uiii   ijic  slmrc   I   jicjud 

lli;it   riy  ol'  |»iiiii. 
A  HUM II  iif  iiiui'ial  ;ijinii\ ,  ilicn  all  was  still  auaiii. 

Thai  iiinlit  was  lu-ll  willi  all  tin-  frills,  ami  wIuti 

till'  <la\vii  itfoki'  iliiii. 
I  saw  a   lean  and    l(\rl    laml.   luif    iicvfi'  sii^ii  of 

liiiii. 
I  saw  a  Hal  ami   finzdi  slimc  ol'  hiiliMiiis  (|c\  iic. 
1  saw  a  Niiiu-ili'Jiw  II  sirami  nf  rn|ic  ilial  vaiiislicd 

lliioimli   I  lie  ice. 
AikI  nil  thai   Ircclt'ss.  roiMcss  slmrc  I   I'.iiiikI  iiiv 

parliif'r — di'.nl. 
Xo  platf  was  tlicic  to  smili  llic  raft,  su     ///   Jnn] 

SI  rrrd  iiisliiiil! 
And    wiih    ilii'   i(»|M'  laslicd    luiind   his   waist,   in 

hist   di'liaiit   liitht. 
He'd  tliniwii  hiiiisflf  liciicalh  the  ice.  that  »  hiscd 

:ind  liiipiMil  liim  )i;;ht  ; 
And  thfic  hcM  Im'I.I  us  Lark  from  death,  as  fast 

ill  di-ath   ln'  lay      .      .      . 
Say,  linys:     I"ii,  imt  ihc  pious  hian<l,  lnil   -  1  just 

I  lied  to  pray. 


Maih-Wirc    \U\\ 
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Ami    flicii    I    Idfiki'd    Id   .liilir   rijiiic.    aiwl    sore 

iiliasli('(|  was  I, 
For  f'iMiii  tin-  inlics  iliat  tnvcitMl  hd-  /  ludttl    -./ 

hilhi/  III/. 


Tims  was  Love  (•<»in|in-rui-  m1'  dcjiili.  aiDl  life  foi- 

lir<'  was  ^ivrii ; 
Ami  ilidii^li  lid  s.iiiii  (III  i;iri|i,  iTyc  iliink  IMJ!'.-, 

s<|iiai-«'<l  liisscif  with   Ilcavi-n? 


r 
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ll"  vnii  liiid  IIh'  clioict'  of  f\v<»  WoiiH'tl  to  WCfl. 

I  Tliouiih  of  <Miiis('  the  idi'ii  is  <|iiili'  absnnlK 
Ami  the  fust  fi(»iii  lit-r  liccls  tu  licr  dainty  hcatl 

NV'as  t-liannin;;  in  every  sense  (if  the  \vt»r<l : 
And  yel  in  the  past   (  I  irfieve  to  state) 
Sjie  never  h;:.i   heen   exaellv  "  st  raiuhl." 


■\ 


And   the  se<(»nd — she  was  Iteyimd  all  cavil, 
A  nindel  of  virtue.  F  nnist  confess; 

And  yet.  a'as!  she  was  tliill  as  the  devjl. 
And  rather  a  dowd  in  the  way  of  dress; 

Th(»n,i:h  what  she  was  lacking;  in  wit  and  heauty 

She  nM»re  than  nunle  up  foi-  in  "sense  of  duty." 

Now.  suppose  you  must  wed,  and  make  no  blun- 
der. 
And  either  would  love  you,  and  let  you  win 
hei- — 
Which  of  the  two  would  y(»u  choose.  T  wonder. 
The  stolid  saint  or  the  sparkling  sinner? 


I' 
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Just  Think! 

JrsT  think:  somr  iiiHr|,(  tlic  stars  will  gleam 

rpon  ii  cold,  gfcy  stoin'. 
Ami  tTiicc  ii  iiiiiiH'  with  silvi'i-  beam, 

Ami  h>!  "twill  he  vo'ii-  own. 


That  night  is  speeding  on  to  greet 

Your  ('idtaphie  ihynie. 
Youf  life  is  hut  a  little  heat 

Within  the  heart  of  Time. 


A  little  gain,  a  little  pain. 

A  laugh,  lest  you  may  moan; 
A  little  hlatiie,  a  little  fame, 

A  staiglcam  on  a  stoin'. 
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The   Lunger 


.I.\<K    WniiM    l;illi:li   ;ili'    juUf  iill   (lil.v; 
Never  s;i\v  :i   linl  so  l:;i  v  : 
Sin<iiii'  like  a  iiieiMci-  hirk. 
I.uiiilfil  Id  iIk-  IMiiiisiill  iii:ii-k 
Willi  rmd's  siiiisliiiic  w.is  ilml   Imv; 
II;ii|  :i  stniiiLiIc  liuli  un  .Iny. 
Ill-Ill  Ills  liijiil  "ujiv  ii|'  ill  ;iii-. 
F-i'ft    III)   rjillin'  r;ilils   nil    ( "jilc; 
I '. ri •< '/,.\ ,  liiiii\;iiil,  lii;ivi'  ;iiiil  tnii'; 
Sent   liis  siiii«i|iiiii'  mil   In  vnii  ; 
('liiTifiili'si   wlii'ii  clmnls  \v;is  lil.iik 
Iljippy  .l;iik  !     <  Mi.   Il;ipi>.v  .I;irk  ! 

Sittin'  ill  iiiv  slunk  iilmie 
T  loiilij  liriir  liiiii  in  liis  nun, 
Siimin"  f.ir  iiiin  llii-  iiii:lii. 
Till  it  ijiihri  sci'iii  Jiisi  riiilit 

<  Illi'  111:111   slinlllil   ri-rinl   lili'   fiiu. 

Live  his  life  sn  in  ilie  sun ; 
hiiln't  si'i'iii  .|iiili'  ii;iliii"il 
Xot  to  IlJlM'  ;i   i:rniirli  ;it    .ill  *, 
Xnl    :!    trnlllilc,    lint    ;i    I:iiU     - 

lljippy  Jack!     (Mi,  Ilaiipy  .Tack! 


The   Limber  '< 

lie  w .  <  pliniiltl'iil  n\'  mttid  tliccr 

Till  ln'  sinnk  tluit   inw  down  ytsir; 

•  Iiii  s(i  iliiii.  so  lit  I  Ic  u>  liiiii. 

Villi  ((iiiM  iiiusi  scf  <|;i.vli4ilil  iIiiiiiil;Ii  liim. 

Xi'ViT  \\;is  liis  {'y  s(t  liriulii. 

Ni'\t'f   \\;is   ]iis  clicfk   so   wllitf. 

ScciiM'il  ;is  if  soiiifiliin"  \\;is  win  nix. 
S(iii  <r  (|iiii\(i-  ill  Ills  siinij. 
Sjinic  old  sniili'.  sjuih'  lirjiiiy  vujci': 
'■  I'.Icss  \<tn.  1ii>\>!   li'i's  ;ill   iTJuici'!"' 

ISlIt    old    hortol'   sliook    ilis    lli';ld  : 

'•  llnir  :i  linii;."'  \\;is  ;ill  In-  sjiid. 
Vrl    lli;it    li;ilf  \v;is  siin-iy   rii,dit, 
I'oi*  I   lii"ird   liiin  cvfiy  niulii. 
Sinirin*.  sin^in"  in  Iiis  sliacU  — 
Ihippy  .I;iik  :     oil.   Iliipiiy  .lark  '. 


Then  oni'  day  a  littci-  canit' 
Kndin'  wiili  a  fi-nialt'  iiaiiir; 
Seemed  III  iii't  liiiii   in  ihe  nt-ck. 

Soil    o"    |iile  iliixel-    erteet  ; 

Piili'd  Ilis  li|i  and  idinkei!  Ins  lireatli, 
l.i'll  liiiii  starin'  still  as  death. 
Sonii'tliin*  had  irmie  awful  wconir. 
Vet   tlnit  ninlit  he  sant;  liis  soiiy:. 
'>li.  lint  it  was  i^ood  to  hear: 
For  there  cliitilied  my  lieail  a   fear. 


m  The   Liin^cT 

Sm  ihiit   I  <|u;ikt'<l  listfiiin' 
lOvfiv  iiitilii  In  lu'itr  liiiii  siiij;. 
\\u{  <inli  (l;iy  lie  hiii'^lMMl  willi  inc. 
All'  Ills  siiiilf  \v;is  lull  of  lilcc. 
Ndlllill'  si'tliicti    tn  Sfl    liilh   li;irk    - 
Mii|»l»v  .liH-k  !     <  Ml.   Il;i|>|>.v  -lurk  '. 


Tlicii  din'  iii;nlit    lilt'  si!i;^iii"  sloppctl 
S<'ciiir<l  ;is  if  my  iH-iiil  Just  ll(i|»|»c<| ; 
I'm-  IM  UmiiiciI  tn  Imvc  tin-  lH>y 
Willi  liis  <iill  rtlut'<l  litH'  "T  .i"y. 
Willi  liis  ylniidiis  uil'l   <»l'  liliilT. 
\\iili  liis  s|»lt'iiili<l  fitiliiiii'  snilf. 
Siiiu  nil.  1;hI.  Jiiiil  |>l;iy  llif  ^iiiiic! 
()  t|<';ir  riiMJ  I  iiu  siiijiin"  <;niii- 

ISiil  llicic  siiti'imI  III  nif  iiist»';nl- 
Silciut',  silciHc.  (|('i'|i  :iihl  tlrrjid; 
Till  I  sImiMi'ictl.  tiii'(l  ti»  pijiy. 

S;ii(l:  ••  lie's   IIKIvIm'   "one  ;i\v;iv." 


-i 


oil.  yes.  Ill'  luid  lioni'  iiwiiy. 
(inlic   foicVfi-  :iiii|   ;i  «liiy. 
r.iit  lir'il  Icfl  lii'liiiKl  liiiii  then-. 
In  his  (iiliiii.  piiulicd  aixl  h;\rr, 
Tlis  ]»(»«»!•  body,  skin  iiml  lioin*. 
His  sharp  face,  rohl  as  a  stone. 


The   Lunger 

An'  liis  stifVcnctl  tin^xers  prcsscil 
SniiH'tliin'  l»rijilit   n|Miii  his  In-i'ast: 
l-otkrt  willi  ii  kiilkcii  rnrl. 
i'nol-.  swcci    jn»rii;iil   nf  ;i   ^irl. 
Vc)   I  ri-ckuii  ill  the  last 
How   (Icliant-likc  lir  passed; 
I'or  llirif  Sill  iiiMiii  liis  lips 
Smile  thill  <h-iilh  niiihl  imi  (•ciipsc; 
An'  w  ithin  Iiis  cyrs  lived  still 
.lov  thiit  ilvin'  eoiihl  not  kill. 


An'  \u>\y  when  the  nights  iire  loiij;, 
Ildw  I  miss  his  elieery  soiiirl 
IIow  I  sijih  an'  wish  him  hiickl 
Iliippy  Jack!     oh,  Iliippy  .Ijiek! 
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The  Mountain  and  the  Lake 

I    KN(»\V  ;i   liinillltilin   tlllillill^  to  llic  st;iis, 

I'ci'ili'ss  :iiiil   |iiiif.  :iii<l  pimwu'lid  witli  simw; 
( iliiiipsiiiL;  llii"  i:m|<|cii  «|;i\vii  n'cr  ruial  liars. 

I'laiiiit  iiiL:  till'  \aiiislit  simsci's  i:aiin't  i:lo\v ; 
I'liiiidly  iiatiitiaii,  passiiiiilcss.  scifiic: 

Suariiii:   ill   silxcitil   sifcps   wiicif  rloiiil-smls 
liicak  ; 
\'iri;iii  and  vcslal     0|i.  a  viiv  <^iH'<'nl 

And  at  lici-  ri-ri   tlu'ir  dn-aiiis  a  t|iiicl   lake. 


My  lakf  adores  my  mountain — wi-ll   I*  know. 

I'oi-   I    liavc  watdicd   it    Ifoni   its  dawn  dicain 
stai-t. 
Stilling  its  miiioi-  to  iirr  splendid  snow. 

I'l-amini;  Iht  iniauc  in  its  iicnildiin;  heart; 
<ilassini:  Ihm-  j:ra<ionsncss  of  ^^iri'i'iiim:  wood. 

Kissing  lit-r  liiroiif.  nielodionsly  mad. 
Tliiillini;  ri'sponsivc  to  lit-r  eveiy  mood. 

(ilfiomed    with    licr  sadness.   <:ay    when   she   is 
Iliad. 
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And  at  her  ieet  there  dreams  a  quiei  lake." 

—  The  Mountain  anJ  the  l.altr. 


■,u\ 


ll 


w 


n 


\ 


■    5 


.1 


'riic    Mountain   an«l   the   l.akf  '^'^ 


.My  lake  lias  »liTai!H'«|  and  loved  siiiti-  liiiir  was 
horn ; 

Will  lovi-  ami  dn'aiii  till  liuic  sliall  ii-asc  to  Im>; 
<ia/.in|L:  to  lift-  in  \vorslii|i  half  foilotii. 

Who  looks  towaids  ihf  stars  and  will  not  sec  - 
M  v  |M'frlfss  iiioiintain.  s|»lrtidid  in  li*>r  scnrn.  .     . 

Alas  I  poor  little  lake!     Aias!  |»o«»r  me  I 


r 
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The    Head  liner    and    the 
Breadliner 


,'i 


.Mnl<(i.   (lie    IMiHillt'il    Aim-,   is  licl'c. 

'I'lii-  |M'i  <>r  \;ni(lc\  illf.  su  (lit'  jMisici's  say. 
And  cvfi-v  iiiiilii    llic  liapiiiy   |»c<)]ilc  ]tay 

To  sec  liiiii  ill  his  paiKiply  apiM-ai: 

To  sec  iiiiii  pail  his  painich  with  ilaiiUy  rhccr. 
IMilV  his  pcrft'cio,  swill  rhaiiipauiif.  ami  sway 
•lust  like  a  ^fiilli'iiiaii.  yd  all  in  play. 

Then  how  hiniscir  oil'  siauf  with  lniilish  leer. 


And  as  lo-ni;:hl.  with  nohlc  kiiowlcdirc  ci-ainincd. 

I  'mill  this  human  <-(inipost  take  my  plarc. 
I.  onf'c  a  i»o('t.  now  s<t  dead  and  damned. 

The  woeful  teai-s  half  ffeezinu  on  my  face: 
"O  God!"  T  cry.  '•  let  me  hut  take  his  shai>e 

.M()k(»'s.  the  ISIest.  the  Kdmated  Ape." 
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Death  in  the  Arctic 


I. 


I  lOnK    lilt'  rlock  <lu\VIl   I'liMii    the  sliclf 
■•At   fiulit,"*  s;ii<I    I.  ••  I   slidut    iiiysflf" 

I I  l;ii-kiMl  ii   iiiiini Ir  <if  t  In-  liiMir 
An»l  ;is  I  wiiilcd  all  a-cMwer. 

A  skinful  «»1"  Itlatk.  iKHliii;^  pain. 
Hits  of  niv  lift'  caiiit'  l»aik  auain. 


Mittlit  r.  iJirrr's  not  hint/  ni«trr  to  tut — 
117///  >]fni't  >/«tii  f/o  'tilt  mi  flir  strrrt.' 
Miroi/s  i/itii  sit  ami  rri/  a  nil  rri/: 
!f<  re  (if  iiiif  I'liiif  I   iiimilrr  irjiif. 
Mittfiir.  irlirii   i/oii  ilrrss  up  <it  iiiiiht, 
I'l  <l  nil'  i/diir  <]irr];x,  iftnir  ri/rs  iirr  Jirhiht , 
I'iriiiiiii)  II  riliiiiiiJ  in   i/fiiir  /inir, 
Kissiiii/  I'f  oiltii/r  !/'ni  f/ft  tl'iini-sfair. 
Tlini  fill  f/v  Uniilji  lis  run  lir. 
Uli.  hmr  I  ii'isJi   i/oii  ircrr  iritJi  nir! 
y<  (  irfini  i/t)ii  ijn  out  on  tfir  fttiirt. 
\fotliri\  tlirir's  iilinii/s  lots   to  rat."      . 


•J'i 


Death   ii)   liic   .\i\tic 


I. 


FF. 


t  ' 


Ftty  <l;ivs  I  lie  i^liiu  li;is  liccii  <lail<; 

Ftiil    iiiiw   llu-   ijiii   w  id;   sf'iids  ;i   s|i;|ik 

'F'liiit  jLiliilns  ill  flic  icy  ;iii-. 
And  Wilkes  I'nisl   s;i|»|»iiiri's  t-vciv  nlit'i'c 
Kiiiilil.  Iiillci-  llaiiics.  iliMi  addci-likc 
F^ail  lific  and  ilii'ic  yet  fcjii-  In  siiikc 
T]\r  i:rn«'SMiiic  ^ludin  w  hficin  //,<//  ii(., 

y\\    <(»lii|;idi's.   nil.   S.I   kfcn    In  ilic! 

And   F.  till-  last  -   w.-jl,  liciv  I   wjiil 
Tin  ridck  In  stiikc  ilic  Imm- (»r  riiiht.    . 


f\ 


'i 


"  !{'>ii,  if  is  Jiilli  r  to  hr  fiiirlnl 
\iiiiuhs.s  mill   'iiil.iil  till   tlir  innhl: 
rnr.rii  hi/  ni'ilil  ami  slarrn}  hi/  dai/. 
Ciir.st.s  mill  l.irlkS  mill  ihmts  i/oiir  jhh/. 
I'll  I  i/oii  III  list  fnihl!     Ituji,  Jouk  (III  nil! 
Aiiiinli  of  nil  rmthiiiiscii/: 
lU'i/iinr  mill  Irinnit  mnl  slimnrhss  sof  ,- 
Kinhh  III  uf  ill,  ill  nii/s  Hint  rot. 
W'oiilil  //on  hr  foul  mill  Inisi    ns  / .' 
(ill.  it  is  hi  Itrr  jm-  to  ilir! 
Sirvm-  to  nil   noir  i/oii'll  fii/lit  mnl  /if/ht, 
liny.  Of  III  kill  i/oii  linr  to-niijlit."     .     . 
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Death   ii;   tlic   Arctic 


!»:"l 


HI. 

("iirsf  this  silciicf  sut'i  ;iinl  Itliifk  ! 
Stiiii:.  little  litilil.  till'  sliiiduws  li;nk  ! 
Miiinc.  littli"  llaiiii'.  willi   Ifi-akisli  ^'In 
rwiiiklf  witli   liiilliaiit   iinMkff\  I 

(ilitt<'|-   oil    ice  IoImmI    lunf   ;illtl    tliM>fI 

Jt'wcl  tin-  licar-skiii  (if  tin'  iluur! 
(ilcaiii  ill  iiiv  liraiil.  iliiiiiii-  my  tifi-i.ili. 
IJIamli  llif  ilmk  fare  lliiit  tiiiifs  my  <1» 
ISiit  iJM  not  )>iiTi-c  that  miii'k  sn  ih-r|), 
W'hcii'  in  tJH'ii-  sh'i'|iitii:  lia^s  tiiry  sIit 
I'»iit  ih>  not   liiiiii'i-  wJK'ii'  ihi'V  lie. 
Thi'v  wlio  liaii  all  llif  Imk  to  die!     . 


ath 


I  Ik  n    /'v  linf/iiiiii  iiiorr  fn  ^nif; 
/.I  I   ii-y  jHirl  mil}  i/n  our  n'Oif. 
Siiiif   il   x(  I  HIS   irr  riill'l   Uijrt't', 
I    H'ill    <l<i    llrfoss    till'    XI  a. 

f'rniiil  nf  In  mi  iiml  striHii/  am   /; 
\'it  for  iroimni   n'iJl  I  siiih  ; 
IfftJd  nil/  liniif  II ji  1/111/  iiiitl  i/Jiul : 
You  can  fiail  aiinflicr  Jail."     . 


IV. 

Ahovi-  th<'  iiihin  piteous  Hies 

Out-  fi-aveil  llai:  to  the  fiuziji  skies. 
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Death    ill   tlif    Ale  til 


t 


<>I|.  wiiiild   vuii  know    !i«)U   ijnili  cjm  he 
A    licll     "u  iidi'lli   III"   lliulily  lliit'i 
<!o.  stiin   llic  Allows  iliiv  allci-  <la\. 
And  liop)-  fur  lic||i.  anil  j,iay  ami  piay; 
Havt'  scal-liidc  ami  sfalitc  to  cal  ; 
.Melt    ualfi-  Willi   \oni-  liotly's  heat: 
Sleep  all   the  fell.  I.laek   winter  lliioii;;|| 
Keside  llie  dear,  dead  men  yuii  knew. 
•  The  walrus  iiliiMier  Mares  and  uleaiiis- 
<  >  <  Jod  !  Iiow  loiiii  a  miiiiile  seems  I )     .    . 


n 


Mani.  iiiiiiiif  II  ihifi  /ills  jiiissril, 

Sinn    lliiil    iiHuii    of  liitt/iriiij   i/uiitfi. 
('i)iiir  I  Inn  h'  III  Ill-si,  III  Inst, 

('nisliiil   iril/i  UiiDiriini  <,\   tin    IniHi; 
Ilmr  Ihrntiifli   hitlir,  Imniii   i/inr-i 

)  on  Imiil  nil  ,  nml  nir  nhmr : 
Waitiil.  iriiiiiiil.  III  jit    i/i)iir  tiiirs — 

(Hi.  iitiilil  I  nlniii  .  iitniii  , 
I  iroiilil  jiiii/  II  iiiilliitii-fiilil.' 

1*111/   i/iiil    fur  llir  Inrr   i/oil  ffdl'i'. 
Mini/,  hink  iloini  ns  of  olij 

J  Hill  kiiV('Hn<i  III/  i/uiir  i/riire."     . 
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Dfiith   ill   the   Arctit. 


i)5 


V. 

Oliif.   lln'    r.lniitlf.   \\;is   llif   lifst    to   pi; 
I'.ii It'll  his  fVfs  wcif  liv   iIh-  siiuw: 

Sii;lill('SS   ;illi!    sciilftl    his   (Vcs   nf   MlH". 
So  th;il    he  'lii'tl    hi'I'uli'   I    knew. 
Ilrlr   ill   ihisc  jMi(i|-  uc;ik   llltlis  hf  ilji'il  : 
•■\\<i|\cs   will    Ijitl    iid    \nl|.    I;|(l."    I    lii'd  ; 

•"  I'm-  I  will  Wiilth  till  S|»iiin:  inint'  i-uiiimI 

SIimiiIkM-  ,\n||    >li;|||    hcili'Iltll    !  Ill'  Lri'>llll<l'" 

nh.  Iinw    I   lif<i !     I  scjiifc  (Jill  w;iil  : 
Strikt'.  tilth' rlofk,  llif  hniii- .if  clLrhi  ;    .    . 


f  oiii null  .  run    i/'tii   hhinn    im    ijidli.' 

I  In    lionor  nf  tin    htint.  loini  iii<ihl 

Is  nil   UK  ,  mill  I'ri    honn    nilh   jiitin 

Sit  hull/,  mill  liiijti  il   fur  In  I ji   In    ruin. 

Sii  liiiil  mil   I,  mill  liliiiil  mill  ihr.nl: 

\\  itii  siinrii  sill,-,  nilli  sih  mi   •  nr.nl. 

linn  III  II    I  In      \ri  tii's   Inrl   nf  lnili\ 

Ariil  jnr  Ihnlli   I   iniil,  /   irnil. 

(Hi.  if  I  fiilti  r.  fiiil  to  fii/lit. 

('an  !l<tu,  ihar  loinrmh',  hlmiir  mr  ipiitr*' 

VF. 

r.ii;  Eiic  iravc  up  months  ajro. 
Hut  st'ldom  do  men  sutler  so. 
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Death   ill   the   Arctic 


Mis  li'fi  s|oiijilnM|  <ilV.  Ills  liiiu[«'i-s  (lit'd. 
His  linihls  sliniiik  ii|)  niiil  niiiiiiiuit'KMl. 
I  liiid  In  t'*-i-t|  liini  like  :i  rliilil ; 
Yet    lie  \\;is   \;ili;iiit,  jnUcd  :iiit|   siiiilcd, 
Tiill;<'(|  of  Ilis  wife  iiml   little  one 

(TIlMIlUs  lie   to  rmtl   lli;il    I    llJIVf   IloiH't, 

I'iissft!  ill  the  nij;ht  wiilKiiil  u  moan, 
Passed,  ail)!  I'm  lien',  alone,  aloiu'.    .    . 

'  /'ri   )i<,t  fn  kill  i/oii.  hit  I:, 

)  our  /iff  (nr  niiiir.  i/iiil  kiioir. 

Ill  III  r   to   lit,    il    ijlllrl,\ 

.1     s/'///    mill  sidIiI)  II    hjijir. 
S)('  lirrr's  Hill  /mini  hi  I'nh  : 

.1    hii<i  hi  foil    iioii  ijit — 
(lOil!  hilt  it  iiiiiki'<  nif  silk: 

ft  hi  iloii.  I  Ion    I/O  II  so. 
I'oii)in.  joniin    mr,  lUrl; — 

-1   sirift  anil  sinhh  ii  hloir.".      .      . 


1 


VII. 

Often  [  start  up  in  tlie  dark. 

'I'liinkiiij;  the  sound  of  hells  to  hear. 
Often   1  wake  from  sleep:  "Oh.  hark! 

Ilt'lp    ...    it    is  eominjx    .    .    .    near 
and  near  " 


DcMtli    ill    tlic    An  til. 


••7 


r.liinllv    I    led   t<»\\;iril   ilif  dour; 

Tlifi'i'  tlir  siiiiw   liilliiws  lilrjik  :iiiil  liai'«'; 
IWimllv  I  seek  my  ticii  umc  iimri'. 

Silence  ,'il|i|    (hilklless  :illi|    i|es|ijiil-. 
oil.    it    is  :ill   ;i    i||-e;|i|tH|   i||-e:llll  ! 

Snii\\    iillii   ei.l.l   ;iti<|   (lejilll   illlil     le;illli; 
I   will  ;i\\;ike  til  Wiiniitli  :iii<l   uleiUii, 

Sihi'iv  se.is  :iii)l  uiei'iiiiit;  earth. 
Lift'  is  ;i  <li-eaiii.  its  w  akeiiiii!:, 
I  )eal  li.  ;iieiit  le  shadow  (if  ( i(  id's  will};.    .     .     . 


7'/'7.".  liffh    clni  k,  iiiji  lift    inrtii/! 

i'.rni  II  s)<i)ii<l  sti  in-s  n  tfoif. 

I'll  II  o   iitiinifi    si)iii-s  II   i/iiir. 

I'liijiliil  iritli   i//ii,.sls  Hull  jni  ss  mill  jurr 

liitn  nil/  fiiii    stn  ■/iiiiiii  I  ir/iHr. 

Lit  III/  I  In'  ill  rillsli ,  iliiiiriiiij   lii/lil 

I  i<h'.  Huh    I  hul,!  nil  li    mil   mi/  fiilr; 

l  nrhiriil  mill  I  in  si    /   iniit,  I  irnit."    .     . 


vm. 


oil,  T  ha\<'  swtiiii!  the  hum-  is  iiiiiii 
When   it  stiikes  eiLihl.  I  tjie,  I  (lie. 


><*^  Death   ill   tlic   AiUK 

lisiisc  ii|i  ilii-  '^\\]i      if  stiii;:s  my  lituw^ 
Wlicri   it  stiiU.'s  liulii     .    .    .    all   nndy 

I>»t\\ii  rimii  my  lmii<l  llir  \vca|iuii  <|i-i)|)|mm]  ; 
Wil.lly   [   slaiv.1      .      .     . 

Tin:  ri.iM  K  iiAii  srni'i'i:i». 


IX. 


IMiantMiiis  ami  tVais  ami  i:lntsis  luivc  i^iiiu'. 

I'cacf  siTiiis  to  iifsllc  in  my  lnaiii. 
I.ol  ilic  rloik  si(i|i|ict|.  I'm  jiviiit:  <>ii; 

lli-aiisirk  I  was.  ;iinl  less  tliaii  saiic. 
Vi'l  <|<i  I  sciiiii  ilic  iliiiii:  I  iiiaiiiit'il. 

IlrarillU  a    voire:   ••<>  r(i\v;ii<l.   li^lit!" 

Then  the  clMck  si()p|H'(|    ,    .    .    wlii.sc  was 
tin-  IiaiHJ? 

.Maylic  'I was  (inil's — ah.  well,  iill's  rijilit. 
Mt-ap  on  me  daiknt'ss.  Cold  on  foM! 

Pain!  w  rcn<  li  ami  rack  mrl    Wluit  cari'  I? 
i-cap  on  nn-.  Ininufr.  tliiist  ami  coltll 

I  will  await  my  I  iim'  to  (lie; 
F.ookinii  to  Heaven  that  sliiiies  ahovc; 
I.ookini:  to  (Jod.  mul  love    .    .    .    and  love. 


J" 
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Death   ill  tlic   Arctic 
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Hiiik:  wli.ii  is  ilijit?    i!..||s.  •l<,;rs  a-riiin: 

Is  it  .1  <li-.-;mi?     I  soli  iiiiil  (cv 
Src!  the  il.iMi   u|M'iis.  CiiiTliHl  ini'ii 

Kiisli  to  iiiv  icsriic;  fiail  iiiii   I  ; 
Frcldi'  itiKi  (Iviiiy,  .la/.,.,|  iiixl  i^lad. 

Tht'ii'  is  till-  |.isi..|  wlicif  it  <li-..p|M'(l. 
"  r»o\s.  it  was  haiil     luit  I'm  not  iiia<i 

Look  at   the  .I.H  ii      it  stopped,  it  stopped. 
(\ur\   mr  out.     TIm-  In-avcns  sriiilr. 

Sec:  tiM'ic's  an  anil  ,,("  i^oM  al»ovr. 
Xmw.  Id  iiic  lest  a  litth-  wliiN — 

LoohiiKj  tu  iloil  ami  l„rr    .     .  .    „„,l  //,,(.' 
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Dreams  are   Best 


I, 


I    .11  SI'   lllillk    IImI    (llfiillis   ;ilt'   Ix'St, 

•Inst   to  sii  ;iiiil   fiiinv  things; 

(  ii\f   \ulir   Linid    III)  iuid    test. 

Trv   iiui   Imw    \uiir  silvti-  liiiirs; 
I'iiiiiv  wtdinii  |tiiit'  ;iihI  lidiiil. 

I'miicx    iiii'ii  ii|>iiL;lil   Jiinl   line: 
I'oilicsst'il  ill   vtdii-  sulilihlf. 

Let    IjIV  lit'  ;i  <lri';ilii  li>  voil. 


I'l.r  I  think  tii;it  TliMiiulit  is  all; 

Tiiitirs  a  iniiiiuii  id'  tin-  iiiiiid ; 
l.ovc's  id<'al  coiiics  at  call ; 

As  VI'  si'i'k  si»  shall  vi-  liml. 
r»ut  vi'  imist  iKit  srrk  too  far; 

Tliiiij:s  air  lU'Vi-r  what   lln'v  seem; 
Let  a  star  l>i'  jnst  a  star. 

And  a  woman — Just  a  dream. 


'  1 
I  '  ■ 


I)ic.im>  aic    Hot 


im 


(>  you  nrraiiH'is.  pruiitl  :iii<l  luin'. 

^'<•ll  liMVi'  ^'li'iiiifd  ilic  swfcl  of  lifi'! 
(iohli-ii  ti'iitlis  ili:it  sicill  <-ii)liM-f 

Ovrr  |i;iiii  iiiiil  tloiilii   iiinl  strife. 
[  woiilil  ijillit-r  lit'  :i  foul 

l.i\ill^    ill    liiv    I*;il;|tlisf. 
Tllilll    til*'   It-iKJcl'  of  :i   sriiool, 

S;i<llv  saiic  iiiKJ   wcaiv-u ist'. 


()  voii  ('vnirs  with  .v(»iii'  siircrs, 

Fallf'U  lii-aiiis  mikI  lii-aits  of  lirass, 
Twt'jiU  me  l»y  iiiv  foolisli  cai-s. 

Write  iiic  down  ji  simjilc  ass! 
I'll  Itelicvc  ilic  n-jii  ••  yon  *' 

Is  (lit-  *•  yon  "  without  a  taint; 
I'll  lu'lit'vi'  each  woman,  too. 

IJnt  a  slijrhtly  tlania^fd  saint. 


Yes,    I'll  smoke  my  ei<:arelte. 

Vestufed  in  my  i:ail»  of  dreams, 
And   I'll  Itoiidw  no  reiiici  ; 

.\ll  is  uold  that  golden  lilcams. 
So  I'll  charm  my  solitude 

With  the  faith  that  Life  is  blest, 
r.rave  and  nohle.  luijihl  and  ^'ood    . 

Oh.  I  think  that  dreams  are  liest  I 


io'i 


The  Quitter 


I 


tj 


WliLN  vtHTn'  IhsI  ill  the  Wild,  :iii*l  vou'rc  scarrd 
as  ii  cliiM, 

Ami  l><';itli  lonks  villi  l»iiiiy  in  iIh'cvi'. 
Aim!  vmii'ic  smic  as  a  luiil,  it's  airdrilini;  to  IIovIc 

To  rock   VMiir  i-»'\(il\('r  hidI  dif. 

{•lit    the  ("ode  uf  ii    .Man  s;i_vs:   "  l'i;;lil   all   you 
ran," 

And  scll-dis  olmioii  is  linnid. 
In  liiiii^ifr  and  woe.  nli,  it's  i-asy  tu  idow 

Il"s  ihf  Indl  srivfd-foi- liit-akfasl   tlial's  hard. 


"  Voiric  sick  of  tlic  jiaiiu'!"     NNcll.  now.  that's  a 
shame. 
Yon'if    voiiii}:   and    yon'it'    Iiravc   and   you'fc 
liii<,dit. 
*' You've  had  a   raw  deal!"   I   know — hut   don't 
s«jut'al, 
r.uck  up,  do  yoiif  dauiiifdi-st,  and  fi^ht. 
It's  till'  idu«i;:in<;  away  that  will  win  you  the  day, 

So  don't  he  a  piker,  (dd  pai'd  ! 
Just  diaw  on  your  ^lit :  it's  so  easy  to  quit: 
It's  the  keej)in<:your-ehin-up  that's  hard. 


J' 

V  y^ 


The   (JmttiT 


l(i.< 


It's  easy  In  »i\v  llini   \<»ii'ic  l»(';iti'n     jiikI  ili<'; 

It's   ciisy    tn   <|;i\\  lisll   iiltti   »  l;i\\  I  ; 

I5iil    lu    (ijnlil    ;iii«l    !••    Ii;;lil    w  lii-ii    liii|i(''s   out    of 

Why,  tli:il's  llit-  List  ;:;mi<-  r.f  tlii-tii  iill! 
AihI  i1h»iij;Ii  vmii  tunir  mil  of  r;it  h  j^nicllin;;  liout 

All  Itrokfii  iiixl  licjiicii  :intl  scjincd, 
•Iilsl   li;ivc  (iiif  iiioic  li\       it's  i|<;i<l  f;is_v  to  die 

It's  tile  kc('|iiii;i  nil  Ii\  iiii:  iliat's  iiard. 
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The  Cow -Juice  Cure 

Tin;  clctvci-  wiis  in  lildssoiii,  an'  thi>  year  was  at 

flic  .Tuin', 
When    ri:i|.-,jii(k    Tlill.v  liit    the    town,  likowis.' 

O'l'-lynn's  saluun. 
The  fi«»st    wiis  on  tin-  fotldn-  an'  the  wind  was 

,i:iuwin'  keen. 
V'hcn  I'.iliy  -;ot   to  sccin'  snakes  in  Sullivan's 

shchccn. 


Tlion  in  nicnndcnMl  Dccp-lKdc  Dnn,  (muc  com- 
rade of  the  cuf): 

"Oil,  Itiil.v.  fur  the  love  of  Mike,  whv  don't  vc 
solx'i-  np? 

I've  ,i:ot  the  iioiirus  recipay,  'tis  smooth  an'  slick 
as  silk — 

•T<'st  (piit  yer  stian,iile-h(dt  on  hooch,  an'  irrijiato 

with  milk. 
I.  'ckteciil  llooid  is  the  lubrication  you  rerpiiro; 
Ver  nervns  fr!im<>-up's  like  a  bunch  of  snarled 

piano  wire. 


V\' 


»     I 


1  lie  C"()\\  -Jiiic  L-  C  lire  i<' •" 

Y(»u  wjuit    to   iH't    u    ((.ated    up  with   juLivposc 

tishoo, 
S(.'s  it  will  work  clastic-likj'.  an'  milk's  the  dopo 

for  von." 


Well,  Hilly  was  ((nnplvaMc,  an'  in  a  month,  it's 

stiansc, 
That  ('ow-jni<-«'  seemed  to  opp\rat«'  a  most  amaz- 

in'  change. 
"Call  up  the  water-wagon,   Dan.  an'  hook   mv 

seat."  sez  he. 
"'Tis  mighty  (|ueer."  scz  Deep-hole  Dan.  "  'twas 

just  the  same  with  me." 
They    shanghaie<l     little     Tom     O'Shane,    they 

raehe<l  him  safe  away. 
An'  though  he  ohjurgaled  some,  they  'Sured  " 

him  night  an'  day; 
**  I'll   never   take  another  drink."  sez   Timothy 

O'Shane. 
An'  pretty  soon  th«'r«'  eame  the  change  amazin' 

to  e.xplain: 
They  tried  it  out  on  Spike  .Muldoon,  that  toper 

of  renown; 
They  put  it  over  Groueh  McGraw,  the  terror  of 

the  town. 


kn; 


1  he  C  ow  -Jiiit  c   C  lire 


Tlicy  imjhmI   ill  "timUs"  Iimih  fur  jhhI  iicjir.  an' 

cvfl-y   (est    was  sine. 
An'    like  a    llanic   llicii'   i;in    llic    fame  of    Dccp- 

holf's  ( '<»\v-jni<<'  I  'lire. 


"Il's  iiii.i;lil.v  <|n<'<'i'."  sfz  ncfp-liolc  Dan,  "  I'm 
jhi/zI(m1  tliioiiiili  aiiil  tliiniiiili ; 

It's  only  milk  fr<»m  IJilcy's  ramli.  no  ollici'  milk 
will  do." 

An*  it  jest  liai»|M'n('(l  on  tliaf  niirlit.  with  no  prc- 
•lirtivi'  plan. 

He  l«'ft  some  milk  from  Hilcy's  ranch  a-sfttin' 
in  a  pan ; 

An'  pirtm-c  his  amazement  when  he  poni-ed  that 
milk  next  day — 

There  in  the  hottom  of  the  ]»an  a  dozen  *' col- 
ours "  lav. 


»J 


"Well,  what   d'ye  know  '!»oiit   that?"  sv/.   Dan; 

*' ( losh-din.n  my  (lasted  eyes. 
We've  lieen  an"  had  the  Cndd  Cure.  IJill,  an'  none 

of  ns  was  wise  I 
TIk'   milk's   free-millin".   tiiai's  a   cinch;   there's 

c(doiirs  <'verywhei"e. 
Now,  let  us  fi-iuer  this  tiling  out — how  does  the 

dust  liit   there? 


iV»    i 


Ilic  C'ow-Juiic  C  lire 
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'(im|<I   fntiii   tlir  <;r;iss-i(M»is  ilow  ii.*   tlu'.v  say- - 

why,  I'.ili:  wf'vi'  iroi  it  mid — 
Tlu'in  rows  wlwit  iiililili's  up  ilic  i:i-iiss.  jpst  nil»- 

lilcs  up  the  j;m1»1. 
We're  liliistt'd.  Iilooiuin'  iiiillioiuiin's ;  (lisseinblo 

ini'  lie  li»\v : 
We'll  follow  thein  ;:ol(i-l»e;iiin"  eows.  an'  prospect 

where  thev  <;o." 


An'  so  it  came  to  pass,  fer  weeks  tlieni  miners 

mi<;lit  he  found 
A-sneakin'  round  (»n   Riley's  lanrli.  an'  snipin' 

at  the  <;round ; 
Tin  even   Kiley  stops  an'  stares,  r.n'  presently 

allows: 

"  Them  hoys  appear  tr>  take  a  mi<:hty  interest  in 
cows." 

An'  ni<;ht  an'  «lay  they  shadowed  each  aurifer- 
ous hovine. 

An'  |>aiined  the  ;;rass-roots  on  their  trail,  yet 
nivver  jrold  they  seen. 

An'  all  that  .season,  secret  like,  they  worked  an' 
nothin'  found; 

An'  there  was  c«dours  in  the  milk,  hut  none  was 
in  the  };r()und. 


lOS 
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An'  iiii^iht.v  (IcsiM'iatr  was  tlicv,  an*  down  upon 

llicii-  luck. 
When  siuMcn.  iiis[>iiati<»n-likt',  the  sourco  of  it 

llicv  stnick. 
An'  wln'it'  (I've    lliink   tlicy   traced    it    to?      Jt 

j^ricvcs  iii.v  lii'art  to  l»dl — 
In  the  Mack  sand  at  (lie  ImMIoui  of  that  wicknl 

niilkiiian's  ircll. 


a 
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While  the  Bannock  Bakes 

I.KJiiT  lip   vdiir  ]n|>('  !i,i;;iiii,  old  clniin,  and  sit 
jiwliilc  \\\\h  iiic; 
Pvc  <i<>\  to  AViitrli  flu-  hiiiinork  liakc— how  rcsl- 
fiil  is  flic  air! 
You'd  little  think  that  \vr  were  soiiicwhcn'  iiorlh 
of  Sixt.vthrt'c. 
Thonjjh  whrrc  I  duiTt  fxa-ttly  know,  and  don't 
pi-crisciv  care. 
The  nian-si/.<>  mountains  palisade  us  round  on 
every  side; 
The  liver  is  a-fh»p  with  fish,  and  rijjples  silver- 
clear; 
The    niidiiiirht    sunshine    hriins    yon    (deft — we 
think  it's  the  Divide; 
We'll  «;et  there  in  a  month,  maybe,  or  mayhe 
in  a  year. 


It  do<'sn't  matter,  does  it,  pal?     We're  of  that 
breed  of  men 
With  whom  the  world  of  wine  and  cainls  and 
women  disagree; 
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Voin-  troiililc  \\;is  ii  i-o(»f|('ss  pipic  <»f  iK.kcr  now 
illMl  then, 
AihI  "  laisiiiy:  ii|)  rii.v  <'IIm>\v."  iliat's  wliat  «,'«»t 
awav  Willi   me. 
\V«''it'  in.'icly  ••  rinl«'siial>l<s."  ailislic  mon-  or 
less; 
-M.v  lioriiy  liaiHls  arc  ( 'liopin-wisc;  you  (piotc 
your  ISrowniiijr  well ; 
Ami   yet    wc'ic    foolinjr    iMtiiiid    for  j^oNl    in    tliis 
<Iaiiin<Ml  wilderness: 
The  joke  is.  if  we  round  it,  we  would  both  fjo 
stiaiulil   to  hell. 


Well,  niaylK'  we  won't  tiiid  it — aud  at  h'ast  we've 
jrot   the  "  life." 
We're   Itoth   as   lirown   as   InM-ries,   and    could 
wrestle  with  a  Itear: 
(That   liaiiuock's  laisini;  nicely,  pal;  just  jal>  it 
with  your  knife. ) 
Fine  sj>eciinens  of  manhood  thoy  w<uild  reckon 
tis  out  there. 
It's  the  trackinji  and  the  packinj;  and  the  polin<? 
in  the  sun ; 
It's  the  sleepinii  in  the  open,  it's  the  rusTSod. 
unfakei'  food; 


H 
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It's  the  snow  slin,.  jiiiil  llir  |Ki<l<il<>.  ;iii.|  tlir  caiiip- 
tiif  ami  the  ;:iin, 
Afi.I  wlnii  I  ihinU  ..f  wiial  I  was,  I  kiu»»v  that 
if  is  ;;(km|. 


Jiisi   iliiiik  of  jiow   wc'v.'  poll')!  all  .la_v  up  this 

straii<;c  lillli-  sln-am; 
Since  lifV  l.(Mr;,|i  no  cyi'  of  man  has  si-en  this 

Jtlarr  Itcfoi-c; 
How  fcariess  all  tin-  wild  iliini:s  ai<-:  t|||.  hanks 

with  .ir<»<»sc-j;i-ass  ylcam. 

And  thcic's  a  lnonz.v  ninskiaf  sitting'  sniflin<jj 
at  his  iloor. 
A  inothcf  .lu.k  with  hi-ooil  of  t.-n  conies  scpnit- 
t<'iinv:  aloni;; 

Tile  lawny,  whitewiiijred  |»taiini<,'an  aiv  flyin«; 
all  alioiit : 

And  in  that  swiily,  -olden  pool,  a  i-.-sth-ss,  jrleani- 
iiiir  tliion<r^ 
The   tioiii    aie   waitin-   till   we  condescend   to 
take  them  out. 


Ah.  yes,  it's  -ood  :     ni  he,  Uuit  theiv's  m.  doctor 
like  fh.'  Wihl: 

'•'"St   tiiin  that  l.anmHk  nyrr  there;  it's  jjet- 
tinj:  Tiicelv  In-own  i  : 
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I  niiirlit  Ih'  ill  inv  •.'ijivf  l»v  now.  foiijoticn  and 
rcvih'*!. 
Or  rottin^^  lik<'  a  sicklv  nii-  in  some  far.  for- 
cijiii  town. 
I   niijilit    lit-  thill   vile  tliini.'  I   was     it  ail  seems 
]il<e  :i  (jreani ; 
T  owed  a  man  a  .i;nnljj:e  one  time  tliat  onlv  life 
could  ]»ay:  ' 

An<l  yet  it's  luiif-foriioin-n  now  — liow  petty  tliese 
tliinjis  seem ! 
(lint   tliat's  "anotlii-r  story,"  pal;  I'll  tell  it 
Von  some  (lav.  i 


M 


IIow  stianiie  two  "  ii  respoiisihles  "  should  chum 
away  np  here! 
I'nt  round   the  Antie  ('in  le  frietids  are  few 
and  far  l»etween. 
We've  shared   the  same  eami>-fire  and  tent   for 
nijih  on  seven  year. 
And  never  had  a  word  that   wasn't  (heeiini: 
and  serene. 
We've  halved   the  toil   and  split   the  spoil,  and 
Ixtrne  «'aeli  other's  park  ; 
By  all  the  Wild's  freemasonry  we're  I»roth«>rs, 
tried  and  trin'; 


i  11   ' 
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The  silence  seems  a  solid   thing,  shot  throttiA 

with  wolfish  woe." 

-IVMt  Ihe  Bamm€k  Btk^ 
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W«''v('  Hwi'pi  on  tliin;;*'!'  s'u\r  \>\  huW,  uihI  fon^^lit 
it  hack  to  l>a<'k, 
Aii*l    von    woiihl   ilir   for   iiic,  ol<i    pal,   aii*I    I 
would  ilic  for  vou. 


Now  tln-ii'  was  that  llinc  I  jrot  lost  in  Uory  liorv 
Laixl, 
(  Ilitw  <|uick  the  hiizzanis  swi'«*|»  on  our  afnws 
that  Polar  sra  !  i 
You   foi-iii«')|  ii   H'scur  {.•WW  of  One,  aixl   saw  a 

ffOZfll    Ililll«l 

That  stuck  out  of  a  drift  <»f  snow — and,  part- 
ner, it  was  Mc 
Hut  I  ^ot  ('v«'n.  did  I  not,  that  day  the  paddl«> 
hrok.'? 

White  water  on  the  <'opperniin«> — a   roek — a 
split  eano«' — 
Tw<»  felh»ws  struji;ilin;r  in  the  foam  <  one  couldn't 
swim  a  stroke  i  : 

A  halfdntwned  man  I  dra^jjed  ashore    .    .    . 
and,  partner,  it  was  You. 


In  Rory  liorcalis  Land   the  winter's  Ion};  and 
black ; 
The  silence  seems  a  solid  thin;;,  shot  thron^jh 
with  wolfish  W(»e; 


' 
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Ami  r<t\v«'ll('(l  hy  the  eager  stars  the  skies  vault 
vastly  hack, 
And  man  seems  hut  a  little  mite  in  that  wcird- 
lit  plateau. 
Nothinj:  t<>  (h»  hut  smoke  and  yarn  of  wild  and 
iiiis-spent  lives, 
r.eside  the  cami^fh-e  there  we  sat— what  tales 
you  t<»ld  to  me 
Of  h»ve  and  hate,  and  ehance  an<l  fate,  and  tem- 
jKH'jiry  wives! 
In  Koiy  r.oH'alis  Laud,  heside  the  Arctic  Sea. 


M 
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One  yarn  you  told  me  in  those  days  I  can  reniem- 
her  still; 
It  seemed  jis   if  I   visioned   it,  so  sharp  you 
sket«hed  it  in; 
lielhuia  was  the  name.  I  think;  a  coast  town  in 
r>razil. 
Where  nohody  did  anythinj;  hut  serenade  and 
sin. 
I  saw  it  all— the  jewelled  sea,  the  golden  scythe 
of  s;md. 
The  stately  pillars  of  the  palms,  the  feathery 
bamboo. 


! 


While  the   Bannock   Bakes  11-^ 

The  red-rooft'd  houses  and  I  lit'  swart,  siin-ddiii- 

inati'd  land. 
The    iM'<»jtlr    ever    fhiUh'on,    and     I  he    lu'avcns 

vwv  Idiu'. 


V(»u  fold  tiic  of  iliaj  ii'u-\  of  yours,  tluit  Idossoin 
of  old  Spain. 
All  <;lanionr.  •rijur  and  w  ittlicrv.  all  passion, 
verve  and  jrlow. 
II«tw  inaddeniu';  slie  nnist  have  l>een  !     You  made 
me  see  iier  plain. 
There   l>y  our   little  eamp-tiie,    in    the  silence 
and  the  snow. 
You  lov<'d  her  and  she  loved  you.     SheM  a  hus- 
Itand,  too.  I  think : 
A  doctor  rhap.  you  told  nie.  whom  she  treated 
like  a  doj;. 
A    white  man    living;  on   the   Iteadi.  a    hopeless 
slave  to  tlrink — 
(.Ins!    turn    that    hannock    over    there,  that's 
|>r<»pped  ajiainst   the   lo;;). 


That  story  seejued  to  strike  mc,  pnl — it  happens 
every  day : 
Y'ou  had  to  j>(»  away  awhile,  then  somehow  it 
befell 
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Tin'  <lorinr  rliiip  (liscovc'iod,  gave  her  up,  and 
wt'iil  away: 
Yitii  «iimi'  l»a<k,  tired  of  her  in  time     .     .     . 
Iheir's  iiothing  nnn-e  to  tell. 
Hist!  sff  tliosi'  willows  silverinj;  where  swamp 
and  river  meet  I 
Just  reach  iih'  up  my  ritle,  quick ;  that's  Mister 
Moose,  I  know — 
There  now,  /'re  t/ot  him  ilrad  to  r'ujhta     .     .     . 
hut,  hell  I  we've  lots  to  eat; 
I  don't   believe  in  taking  lift — we'll  let  ihe 
iK'ggar  go. 


Ileigliho!  I'm  tired;  the  hannock's  cooked;  it's 
time  we  both  turned  in. 
The  uiorning  mist  is  <-oral-kissed.  the  morning 
sky  is  g(»ld. 
The     ciimi>-tirc"s     »     confessional — what    funny 
yarns  wc  spin  I 
It  sort  of  made  me  think  a  hit.  that  story  that 
yon  told. 
The  fig-h'af  hell   and   Kcuy   !5<U'y  are  stich  od«l 
extremes. 
Yet  after  all  how  very  small  thin  old  world 
seems  to  he 
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Yt>s,  that  was  (|uito  a  yaru.  did  pal,  and  yet  to 
inc  it  scoins 
You  missed  the  point:  the  point  is  that  the 
"doctor  chap"     .     .     .       was  me. 


Ill 


The  Lost  Master 
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"  Am»  wh(Mi  I  conic  t<»  die."  lie  said, 
*'  Ye  shall  not  lav  me  out  in  state, 

\(»i'  leave  yom-  lauicls  at  my  head. 
Nor  cause  your  men  of  sjM'cch  orate; 

N(»  n»«»nnment  your  ^ift  shall  Ik', 
Xo  column  in  the  Hall  <»f  Fame; 

Hut  just  (Ills  line  ye  <.'rave  for  me: 
'  He  played  the  game.'  " 
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So  when  iiis  jjlorious  task  was  done, 
It  was  not  of  his  fame  we  thought; 

It  was  not  of  his  battles  won, 

Uut  of  the  pride  with  which  he  fought; 

Hut  of  his  zest,  his  ringing  laugh, 

Ilis  trenchant  scorn  of  praise  or  blame: 

And  so  we  graved  his  epitaph, 
"  He  played  the  game." 


The  Lost  Master 
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And  so  we,  too,  in  hiiniMer  ways 

Wj'iit  forth  to  tight  the  ri<;ht  anew, 
And  h«'e<lin<;  noithcM*  hhimo  nor  praise, 

We  held  the  course  he  set  us  true. 
And  we,  too,  find  the  fi<:htin<:  sweet; 

And  we,  too,  fij!;ht  for  ri;,'ht lug's  sake; 
And  though  we  go  down  in  defeat, 

And  though  our  stormy  hearts  may  break, 
We  will  not  do  our  .Master  shame: 
We'll  play  the  game,  please  (lod, 
We'll  play  the  game. 
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Little  Moccasins 

Co.MK  out,  ()  Little  .Moccasins,  and  frolic  on  the 
snow  I 
Conic  ont.  ()  tin.v  I«'jh1«m1  fn't,  ami  twinkle  in 
the  li<rht : 
ril  play  I  lie  old  Ile«l  Ikiver  reel,  yon  used  to  lovo 
it  so: 
Awake,  O  Little  Moccasins,  and  dance  for  nu- 
to-nijjht  I 


li 
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Yonr  hair  was  all  a  ;;loamy  pold,  your  eyes  a 
i'orn-tlower  Idne; 
Yonr  cheeks  were  pink  as  tinted  sheila,  yon 
stepped  lijrht  as  a  fawn; 
Yonr  month   was   like  a   coral   bnd,  with  seed 
pearls  peepinj;  thronjrh; 
As  «:Iaddenin<r  as  Spring  you  were,  as  radiant 
as  dawn. 


I.ittif    Moccasins 
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Conn-  out,  ()  Littlo  Mocrasins!     I'll  nlay  so  soft 
and  low, 
The  snii^  you  lovod.  tin'  old  lipart-sonjja  that 
in  my  nuMn'ry  rinj;; 
O  child,  I  want  tn  lu'ar  yon  now  iM'sido  the  oarap- 
firc  {jlow  I 
With  all  yonr  heart  a  throbbinj;  in  the  simple 
words  von  sinii. 


F(»r  thoro  was  only  yon  and  I.  and  you  were  all 
to  me; 
And  ronnd  tis  were  the  barren  lands,  Imt  little 
did  we  fear; 
Of  all  God's  happy,  happy  folks  the  happiest 
were  we     .     . 
(Oh,  eall  her,  jMior  old  fiddle  mine,  and  maylK? 
she  will  hear!) 


Yonr  mother  was  a   half  breed   free,  but  you 
were  white  all  thron^h; 
And    I    your    father    was— but,    well,    that's 
neither  here  n(»r  there; 
I  only  know,  my  little  Queen,  that  all  my  world 
was  you, 
And  now  that  world  can  end  to-night,  and  I 
will  never  care. 


li 
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Little   Motiasiiis 


For  tlH'ic's  a  tiny  wixxlcn  cross  that  pricks  up 
tlir(Mi;:h  tli«'  snow: 
( I»o«»v  Little  M««<iisins:  you're  tirod.  an<l  so 
you  lie  at  rest,  i 
And  ther«''s  a  jrrey-liaired,  weary  man  heside  the 
camp- tire  glow  r 
(O  fiddle  mine:  the  tears  to-night  are  drum- 
ming on  your  breast.) 
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The  Wanderlust 

The   Wnndorhist    has    Inivd    nn'   to   th«'   sevrn 
loiu'ly  seas, 
Has  (liiiiiiM'd  inc  on  tlu'  tailinjipilt's  of  »l<'ailli: 
The  WaiuU'iliist  has  haU'd  iiu*  fn»iu  the  morris 
rhairs  of  <'asi», 
Has  hmlcd  iiu*  to  the  onds  of  all  tin*  oarth. 
IIow    bitterly    Tvf   riirsed    it,   oh,    tht*    I'aintfd 
Ih'scrt  knows, 
The  wraithlike   heights   that   hug   the   pallid 
plain. 
The  all-lmt-tluid  silenee — yet  the  longing  grows 
and  grows, 
And  I've  got  to  glut  the  Wanderlust  again. 


Soldier,  sailor,  in  what  a  plight  I've  Iw^en! 
Tinker,  tailor,  oh.  what  a  sight  I've  sihmi: 
And  I'm  hitting  the  trail  in  the  morning, 
hoys, 
And  you  won't  see  my  heels  for  dust ; 
For  it's  "  all  day  "  with  you 
When  you  answer  the  cue 
Of  the  Wanderlust. 


f>( 


(i 


r_M 


riic    \\  aiidciliist 


Tlu'    \Vsin<l«'ilnst    lias    jjot    nn'     .     .     .     I»y    the 
iM'Ilyarliin;;  I'm'. 
I»y  Mh'  f<'V(>r  aii<l  tin*  {v*'v7.\n\z  and  the  pain; 
IJy  the  darkness  that   just  di'(»\vns  yon.  I»y   the 
wail  of  lionii'  drsirc. 
I've  tried  to  break  the  sjm'II  of  it — in  vain. 
F-ife  niijrht  have  heeii  a  feas*  for  me.  now  there 
are  only  ernndis; 
In  rajrs  and  tatters.  l(e«i«,'ai"-\vise  I  sit: 
Yet  there's  no  rest  or  peaee  for  uie,  iinperious  it 
drinns, 
The  Wanderlust,  and  I  must  follow  it. 


'} 


T; 


ni«:hway.  Ity  way.  many  a  mile  I've  done; 
Rare  way.   fail-  way.   many  a    heijrht     I've 

w<m : 
Hut  I'm  i»nllin<:  my  freijjht  in  the  mornini;, 
I  toys. 
And  it's  over  thi'  I    .Is  or  bust; 
For  thei'e's  never  a  cure 
When  you  list  to  the  lure 
Of  the  Wander  In.st. 


The  Wanderlust  has  taught  me     ...     it  has 
whisperejl  to  my  hejut 
Thin{j:s  all  you  stay-at-homes  will  never  know. 


The   Wanderlust 


IL^-^ 


Thr  while   riiaii   aii<l   th«*  Navajjo  aiv  Imt    thi-»H» 
slmii  (lays  apart, 
Tliifc  (lays  (»f  cursiiij;,  ciawlin}:,  ddiiht  and 

\V(M'. 

TIh'Ii  it's  (!(t\vu  ti»  chcwin};  muclju's,  to  th<'  water 
you  can  tot, 
T(»  lish  y(»ii  ImiIi  with  nose  h«'ld  in  your  hand. 
When  y(»ii    :i't    li^'hl   (h»wn   to  cases,   it's    Kin;; 
(Jrult  tliat  ndcs  the  races,- 
And  the  Waiuh'rlust  will  help  you  understand. 

iiauntin;;,  tauntiii;;.  that  is  the  sixdl  of  it; 
Mockiii;;,  haulkin;:,  that  is  the  hell  of  it; 
lUii   I'll  sh(nil(ler  my  pack  in  the  morning, 
hoys. 
And  I'm  p>in;;  because  I  must; 
For  it's  sodon;;  to  all 
When  you  answer  the  call 
Of  the  Wan-der  lust. 


ID    a 


The    Wanderlust    has    Idest    me     . 
ra;;^ed  Idanket  curle<i, 
I've  watched  the  gulf  of  Heaven  foam  with 
stars; 
I've  walked  with  eyes  wide  oix-n  to  the  wonder 
of  the  world, 
I've  seen  r^Kl's  tl<»od  of  glory  Imrst  its  hars. 


I  I. 
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Tlic    Wanderlust 


I'v*'  stcii  ihf  littU]  a-l»liii(|iii;,'  in  tin-  lilllcs  of  the 
sky. 
Till  I  fiiiitictl  iiif  a  liloatiMl  |iliitottaf ; 
Kill   I'm  fit'«<|niii's  liapi»v  ImiikI  slave,  and  I  will 

In.  till    I  .lir. 

Ami  I've  p. I  1)1  thank  the  Wandeiliist  for  that. 


Wild   heart,  ehild   heart,  all    of    the  world 

your  home. 
<Jlad  heart,  mad  heart,  what  ean  you  do  luit 

roam? 
Oh.   I'll   iM'at   it   oiiee  more  in  the  morniii};. 
hoys. 
\Nitli  a  piiK-h  of  tea  and  a  erust ; 
For  you  eannol  deny 
N\hen  voii  hark  to  the  cry 
Of  the  Wanderlust. 


i 
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The  Wanderlust  will  claim  me  at  the  tinish  for 
its  own. 
I'll  turn  my  haek  on  men  and  fact*  the  Poh-. 
Heyond   the  Antic  outposts   I   will   venture  all 
alone; 
Some  Never-never  Land  will  he  niv  coal. 
Thank  (lod !  there's  none  will  miss  me,  for  I've 
Ikh'II  a  hird  of  tli«;ht , 


(hi 


'Beyond   the  Arctic  outposts  I  will  venture  all 
alone : 
Some  Never-never  Land  will  be  my  goal." 

-The  Wondvbul. 
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The   Waiidcriiist  12" 

And  in  iny  njucrasins  I'll  take  ni.v  call; 
For  th<>  Wamli  rliist  has  I'uh'd  nn>. 
And  tiM'  WaTidt  rlnst  has  scho(d«'d  nie, 

And  I'm  ivady  for  fli<.  (hirkcst  tndl  cf  all. 


Hiini  hind,  dim  hmd.  oh,  how  th«'  vasturss 

rails: 
F\'ir  land,  star  land,  oh.   how   the  sfilltu'ss 

falls: 
Ff»r  you  never  «an  tell  if  it's  heaven  or  hell, 
And  I'm  takin<:  the  tiail  on  trnst; 
F?nt  r  haven't  a  donht 
That  m.v  soul  will  jeaj)  ont 
Ou  its  Wan-der  lust. 


I 
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The  Trapper's  (Christmas  E\  e 


"    U: 


!]■ 


It's  mi;jlity  lnin-s<.iin'lik.'  aixl  drcnr. 

Aliovc  the  Wild  the  iiinon  tiilcs  lii«;h, 
A?i«l  shows  lip  sliiiip  iiiiti  iMM'dlf  rlcar 

Tilt'  «'tiii»Jin('ss  (.f  »';iitli  :iii(|  sk  v  ; 
X«»  li.i|»iiy  lioiiirs  wiih  JMVr  ;ijrln\v; 

\m  Siiiilii  <l;iiis  III  iiiiikc  iM'lii'vc: 
.lust  siiMW  iiiiti  SHOW,  iitiil  llicn  mon-  sii»»w; 

It's  riiiisiiiias   Kvc.  it's  riiiisrmas  Kv«'. 


Ami  Im'it  iiiii  I  w  lull-  all  thiiijrs  «'nd. 

And  riidcsiraUlcs  an-  liiirh'd; 
Axutnv  old  man  witlimii  a  fiicnd, 

F<n-;.'ot  and  dfad  to  all  tlic  world; 
('lean  uiii  <if  sifilit  and  out  of  mind. 

Well.  maylM'  it  is  ln'tter  so; 
We  all  in  life  our  level  tind. 

And  mine.  I  guess,  is  pietlv  low. 


I  lie   Tr;ip|Hi\  Cliristiiia>   I''\c         !2;t 

\iM  ;is  !  sii  with  |)i|if  .iliLrlit 

l!«'sii|f  llic  cjiliin  liic.  h's  i|iii>i>i' 
This  mint]  of  iiiini-  niiisi   uikr  tii-iiiylit 

Tin-   li;irkwill<l    lr;iil    of   till y    \c;il'. 
Tin-  sfJKMil-linusc  iiinl  lite  < 'liiisiiiijis  tin-; 
Til.'  <lii|.|ii!i   with   ii,,.;,.  (Iift'ks  iiuluw  ; 

Twi.  I.ii-hi  l.ln.- fvi-s  ilijii  siiiil."  nil  III.- 
•Inst    hiilf  ;i   iiiiliiiy  ;ij:m. 


.\LMiii    mi's  iiimvIh'  fuilv    yciii'si, 

NN'iili  laitli  :in<l  tnisl  :iliiiost  .liviric. 

Tilfsc   >;||i|,.    Ml yrs.   :|l>|'i|||    Willi    l.slis, 

T!iinui:li  .l.-pilis  (if  |nv<-  lui.k  into  tiiiiic. 
A  p.utiiiy:.  irii.l.T.  soft  am!  low, 

\\"\\h  anus  t|i;ii  .lin^  jiin!  lips  tliat  .l.'av.'- 
AIi  iiif!  it's  all  so  lonjr  av:<>. 

^  ft  sr.'Mis  so  swi'i't  tills  ("lirisimas  V.\o. 


.Tiisl   iliirt.v  years  a;:o  ajjaiii 

^^'«■  say  a  l>ittt'i-.  /',v/  irood-hvc; 
Oiif  lips  at-.-  wliit.-  with  wialli  aii<I  pain; 

Our  liffh-  .hihli-,.!!  iliiiir  and  ivy. 
Whos..  was  th.-  fault?     it   matfrrs  not. 

Tor  man  aiitl  woman  I'u.ih  .h-c.-ivf ; 
It's  hiiricd  now  aihl  all  foi-^'ot. 

Forgiven,  too.  this  rhi-jstmas  r:\.> 


/  > 


IM)        'rin;  Trapper's  Clirisunas   Hvc 

AikI  sIi»'  iCimI  pil.v  nil- 1    is  i|i-atl ; 

Oiii-  cliildri'ii  iiM'ii  iititl  wuiiH'ii  ^rowii. 
I  likt'  In  ihiiik  tliai  thcv  air  wcil. 

With  iiftlr  <liil(lirii  of  ilifir  own, 
Thai  riMWil  aruiiiiii  lln'ir  rhrisimas  tv^Hi 

I  Would  not  ever  have  ih*ni  urii-vf, 
N'oi-  shnl  a  sinul"'  li-iii-  foi-  nir. 

To  nijir  th.il-  jov  this  Christ nuis  r:v«'. 


SiiipiM-.j  to  the  l.iiir  ami  iiaiint  an*l  still 

'ifs  all  lilt-  laiitl  in  ^rini  ilistri'ss. 
FJkc  losi  soul  wailinv^.  lonir  ;nnl  slnill, 

A   wolf-howl  ricavrs  tli<>  cnipiint'ss. 
Then  Inish.tl  as  Death  is  cvcrvthinj:. 

Tin-  nioon  ri<|.s  hay;:ai<l  and  foilorn 
'•<»  haik   the  hi-rahl  aniri-ls  sin;;:" 

r.o.!  hh'ss  all  men— it's  ("hiistiniis  morn. 


'1  • 


J 
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The  World's  All   Rijrht 

f{i    hninsl.  l.iinUi/,  shujth.  Inn  : 

Sr,  /.    >ii,<,il  III  nil,  SI  1,111  hill  /tnifnir; 

W  null  ri  r  snninr  mtin    In   iimt, 
llrlirir   in    l.ij,  "s   Itinrfinii,  (  .' 


The  World's  nil  li^hi  ;  srit'tir  I  sit. 

Am!  rcasc  in  |ni/./.|i'  (ivtr  it. 

TImiv's  iimmIi   tlcil's  iiii-jiiv  slijiiip.,  no  <Ini|l*t 

FSiil   Njiiiirc  kiiMws  wliiil  sIh-'s  al)oiit; 

AtKJ   ill  ;i   iililliMii   vriil's  Ml-  so 

We'll  know  Mioi*-  tlcMi  io.|;i\  \v(.  know. 


(>I<1  I'lvoliiiion 


s  iinijci-  wav 


Whiit  ho!  III).  Woild's  all  li^'ht,  f 


sav, 


('(n\](\  thinjrs  Im-  ofh«T  than  fhcy  arc? 
All's  ill  its  plarc.  fi-om  mote  to  star. 
The  iliistl«M|own  that  tlits  an<1  flics 
<'oiiM  firift  no  liairslncadth  otlu-rwisc 


^^■|lat  is,  must  I 


•<•:  with  rhvthniic  laws 


All  Nature  rhi 


mes,  KfTeet  ant]  ('anse. 


Tiie  san<l-;.'rain  aii«l  the  sim  oltey — 
What  ho!  the  World's  all  ri-'ht.  I 


say. 


fl 

If 


"  !-  The  \V-.iM\  All  Kiiil.t 

•lust  ti-,v  to  i:r\  ilif  riisiiiir  iiHD'ii, 

The  siiisc  iluii  "  \.,ii  "  ilun'l   iiijillcr  iinifh. 

A   iiiilliiiii  sijiis  iiic  ill  |||,>  sky  ; 

A  iiiillioii  ithiiM'ts  pliiiijic  iiixl  <li('. 

A  inillioii  rriilliitii  mrn  ;\vi-  s|m<|  ; 

A  iiiiilioii  riiilliitii  \\;ii(  jiln-inl. 

DjkIi  |.|;iys  liis  |>:iil  :iihI  hn^  liis  ilny— 

NMl.ll    Ih.:    tllr    WnlM's   illl    liirlii,    I    Rj,y, 


. I  list  try  III  <:cf  tilt-  riiciiiif  view: 
A  iiiilliiiii  iriilliuii  li\i'>  iii:ii|f  "  yoii." 
In  li\fs  ;i  iiiilliMii  \uii  will  Im- 
lliitiioiljil   tltiwii    Jilfiiiity; 
lii:iii(>rl;il  on  this  i;iii|i  to  i;iii;rc. 
\\"\\h  iH'vcr  ilcjilli.  Iiiit  «Mf  •liaiij,')'. 
Yon  jijw.ixs  Wfic.  .iiKJ  will  Im-  ;iy<' — 

Wliiit  lio!  III,.  \\mi|i|"s  all  li-rlii.  J  sav. 


( 


n«'  trliul !     Ami  i|n  md  Miinlly  i^'ntpo 

I'ur  Tnilli  llial   lits  iM-yuinl  mir  S((i|M': 

A  suite!'  pint   iiir<)i-nirlli  all 

Of  Life's  iipfuariniis  <aiiiival. 

Yiiiir  (lay  is  such  a  Ml  tie  one. 

A  >:nat  fhal  lives  fiom  smi  lu  sun; 

^  "'I  Lrii.Jl  ami  \nii  ha\e  paiis  lu  plav  — 

Wliai   hti!  tlu'  World's  all  li-hi.   I  >av, 


'J'hf      Worhrs      All      Ki^rht 

Atid  tli<ni;;li   il's  wiiiicii   I'lnin  ihi-  slart. 
Jlisl   ;i(|    viilir  ImsI    \i.tif  Jitlli-  |i;irl. 
Just    lie  iis  lill|i|)\    iis   Villi  r;i|i. 

Ami  sfi\.-  \..iii-  kill.!.  iiihI  <!!»•     ;i  niiiii. 

•Fust    live  III)'  U'ni.l    lliiil    ill  ynii    lii-s. 

Ainl  seek  III)  i:ii<'iil<tii  u|"  thr  skies; 

•hist    l||;|k<-    M.lll-    lliiiMII    Ihic.    In. lav 

NVIial   Ih.:  ilir  WniM's  all  liuhl.   I  sav. 


i:<;< 


IJt'iin'iiiln'iI  in  ('n-alioii's  swiiiir 
Till"  lian-  ami  not  flu-  man's  \]\r  Jliinij. 
Tlifif's  liatllc.  mniilt-r.  smldi-n  <lialli. 
Ami  iMslili-m  I',  wiili  pnisonni  Iticatli. 
V"'!  "iiiit  k  fi.iuMiicii  art'  surli  wors; 
Oil.  oil  ihc  sticaiii  iif  Iti-iiijr  Hows. 
Tnilli.  Iifani.v.  |.i.\f  maintain  tlifir  swav- 
NVIiat   It..!  iIh-  WmiM's  all  ii;rlit.   I  sav. 


Tin-  \V(»il<rs  all   riiiht;  s«i«-nc   I  sit. 
Ami   jov  that    I  am  |mii  mI'  it  ; 
Ami  |iiii  m\   inisi  in  Natni-.-'s  |»lan. 
An. I  irv  t.>  ai.l  li.r  all  I  .an; 
''••ntfiit  ti.  |»ass.  if  in  ,u\   |)lai'<- 
I'v.-  s.-iv.mI  til.'  iiplitt  ..(•  til.-  Ka.-,.. 
Tniih:     i:.-;!i,iv  ■      |.,,v.-:     (»   Wa.liant    hay 
Wlial   li..:  til.-  WoiLI's  all  iiM|it.   |  .^n . 


Ui 


The  Baldness  of  (]he\ved-Ear 


I 


\\||i:\    rhiwid  t;ir   .liiikiiis   <l;(i|    Iiitrlir<|    ii|i   tu 

(  JllilltlfN  Vrir    .Mcdrc. 

His  llowiii'  lurks,  v,.  r.Ti.ll.-.  I.  wiiz  fiivnlmis  an' 
frfc; 

IJiii  in  nl.l  H,\uii-n"s  jii.  k  put.  it's  a  niost  siniazin" 

III  in;:. 
TIkim   II. .win"  I.Mks   j.si  ilisapfK-aivd   like  snow- 

Italls  in  ihf  Spiiny; 

.r»'St      Sr.||MM|      In     will      ;l|,-      I;,,!,,     jnvjiy      lik.'     thiu] 

li'iivi-s  ill  ihc  I'jiii. 
An'    It'll    (till    (li.wftl  car   ItaMir   than    a  wiiito- 
washftl  ranniin  l»all. 


1 


1 

« 

I* '-; 


Now  .Missis  (li.wf.l  cat-  Jenkins,  that  wnz,  Ouin- 
ni'\  \ifr  .\|(<  ;»•(>, 
\Vn/  jtsi  .ilMMit  as  tint>  a  draw  as  ever  iiiatle  a 
pair; 
I!nt   wlicn  tin-  lioys  <i(ti   josliin"  an'  sn';;;«'st(>(l  it 
was  she 
Tliai   iiiiisi    Im-  iiitloui-nsliiil   fur  the  «.1»1  man's 

sliini|)  in  hair 
Why'    Missis  ( 'lnw<(|  tai-  Jenkins  je:-it   went 
•  lean  lip  in  ilie  air. 


'I  Ik    lial«lin.N>  oJ   C  In.  unl-Iiar         I:!5 

••To   <l<'niniistijii»'."    s«-7.    sIm-    th.ii    tiii:lii.    ••  tin* 

ioviii'  wife  J  Jim, 
I'v*'  l»oiij.'lii  ii  ilo/rii  liMttlrs  of  ISink's  Aiit.v  Daii- 

«lnitr  Calm. 
'Twill   iiiakr  \vv  \v,\\v  Ji-si   spioiit   an'  niil   lik«« 

s(jiias|iviiH's  iti  ilu'  siHi, 

An'    I    |)|o|M»s<-    to   s\\u<i    \\    .,11    till    ..yen    til-op    is 
<lul|c." 

Thai  hit  nhl  rhewrd  «ai's  fiiiniv  sjtlr.  so  In-  j.ivs 

'•ark  an'  IioIIits: 
"The  »lav  voii  mis.,  a  hair,  ohi  ;rii|.  you'll  a'lt  a 

tliotisanil  «lo|lais." 


Now.  wlwllhT  '»was  flic  |iii7.r  or  not  'tis  nii;;htv 

Iiaffl  to  sa.v. 
I!nt  Chcw.-.l  .'jir  .ji.lirt  si'tm  to  have  iimili  «'om- 

foit  rioiii  that  <Iav. 
With  iM.tti.s  ..f  I  hilt  .|;in«lriiir  i!.>|h>  sh..  follow«Ml 

at  his  ht'.'Is. 
An'  sprinkl.-.I  .111'  massaut'if  him  ..vcn  wln'n  he 

alt'  his  mc.ils. 
She  wakcl  him  fi-..m  his  I    aiitv  sh-cp  witli  fen- 

<h'r.  lovin'  rare. 
All'   iuIiImmI   :iii'   smihl..-.!   assiduous,  yet   norcr 

»i}in  of  hair. 
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im        The   Baldness  of  Clicwctl-Kar 

Well,  iialnrall.v  all  IIh'  l««»ys  s....n  tinnblcd  to  tlu' 

An    at    tin-   Wciw-wow's   Social   'twas  Cold-dock 

Davis  spoke : 
"  Thr   little   woiiiairs    woikiii"    iiiiiilitv    liaid    on 

(Micwcd-car's  ci-own ; 
Let's  jiive  lier  for  a  tln-ee-fiftli's  sliaro  a  hnndred 

•  loUars  down.  * 

AVe   stand    to    make    iiv<'    liundred    clear — lioys, 

drink  in  whiskey  straijilit: 
*  The  Chewed-ear  Jenkins   Hirsiite   Propaj;ati(»n 

Syndicate.'  " 


il^ 


!  .   I 


The  lioys  wnz  (m.  an'  soon  chipped  in  the  neces- 
sary dust ; 
They  ininied  ii]»  a  coinniitty  to  nejrotiate  the 
deal ; 
Theji  Missis  Jenkins  yielded,  hein'  rather  in  dis- 
<:nst. 
An'  all  wnz  sijuiied  an'  witnessed,  an'  invesied 
with  a  seal. 
They  lonnded  np  «dd  Chewed-ear.  an'  they  broke 
it  what  they'd  done; 
Alhtwed    they'd    iMniiilit    an    interest    in    his 
chance  (if  raisin'  hair; 


The   Baldness  of  Chcwcd-Ear         1:5T 

They  yank«Ml  his  hat  off  auxious-likc,  opinin'  one 

hy  one. 
Their    iiia;rnifyiir-<,'hissos    sh«t\v<'(l     tino    pro- 

s]M'cts  everywhere. 
They  hoti-iht   Ilairh'iie,  an'  Thateheni.  an'  -lay's 

Cappiih'iy  Jiiict', 
An'  Seven  Soiiiethiii};  Sisters,    an'    Macassar 

an*  r>ay  Ituni. 
An'  everyone  insisted   on  his  speshnl   right   to 

sluice 
His  speshnl  line  of  l(»tion  onto  Chewed-i'jir's 

cranium. 
They  only  jiot  the  merrier  the  more  the  r>ld  man 

roared. 
An'    shares    in    "  Jenkins    Ilirsute "    went    sky- 

hiirhin*  on  the  l»oard. 


The  Syndicate  \vu/  hopeful  that  they'd  demon- 
strate the  pay. 

An'  Missis  Jenkins  laltored  in  her  perseverin' 
way. 

The  hoys  disciissed  on  "  surface  rights,"  an' 
"  out-croi»s,"  an'  so  on. 

An'  planned  to  have  it  "  crown  "  surveyed,  an' 
hlneprints  of  it  drawn. 


It 
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138        The   Baldness  of  Chewed-Kar 

They    ran   a  base    lint',   sluki'd   an'   yelled,   an' 

everyone  wuz  filad, 
Kxeept  the  balance  of  the  jii-ojieity.  an'  ln'  \vu7. 

"  mad." 
"  It  {jives  nie  pain,"  he  interjeets,  "  to  squash 

yer  jjlowin'  dream. 
Hut  you  wuz  fo(ds  when  you  got  in  on  this  here 

'  Hirsute '  scheme. 
You'll  never  raise  a  hair  on  me  " — when  lol  that 

very  night, 
Preparin'  to   retire,  he  got   a   most   onpleasant 

fright : 
For  on  that  shinin'  dome  of  his,  so  prominently 

hare, 
He  felt  the  baby  outcrop  of  a  second  growth  of 

hair. 


I\ 


ii 


A  thousand  dollars  I    SutTerin'  Caesar  I    Well,  it 

must  be  saved  I 
He  grabbed  his  razor  I'ecklesslike,  an'  shaved  an' 

shaved  an'  shaved. 
x\n'  when  his  head  wuz  smooth  again  he  gives  a 

mighty  sigh. 
An'  sneaks  away,  an'  buys  some  Hair  Destroyer 

(m  the  slv. 
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So  then'  wuz  Missis  Jenkins  with  "Restorer" 
wa^in*  fijiht, 

An'  Chewed-ear  with  "Destroyer"  circum- 
vent in"  her  at  nijjht. 

The  battle  wnz  a  niijihty  one;  his  nerves  wnz  on 
thi'  strain, 

An'  yet  in  spite  of  all  he  did  that  hair  l»egan  to 
gain. 


The  situation  grew  intense,  so  quietly  one  day, 
He  gave  his  shareluddeis  the  slip,  an"  made  his 

get-away. 
Jest  like  a  «riminal  he  skipped,  an'  aimed  to 

defalcate 
The  ("hewed-<'ar   Jenkins    Ilirsute   Propagation 

Syndicate. 
His  guilty  secret  hurned  him,  an'  he  sought  the 

city's  din: 
"  I've  got  to  get  a  wig,"  sez  he,  "  to  cover  up  my 

sin. 
It's  gn»win',  growin',  night  an'  day;  it's  most 

amazin'  hair;" 
An'  when  he  lookeil  at  it  that  night,  he  shud- 

(U'red  with  despair. 
He  shndderiMl  an'  suppressed  a  cry  at  what  his 

optics  seen — 
For  on  my  word  of  honour,  hoys,  that  hair  wuz 

growin'  (jrccn. 
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At  first  he  fjncsscd  hcM  jjct  smihc  dye,  an'  try  to 

dye  it  Idack; 
An'  tlicn  lie  saw  'twas  Xcmniysis  wnz  layin'  on 

bis  track, 
ric  ninsj  jest    tacr  tlic  music,  an'    confess    the 

tinnj;  he'd  done. 
An'  pay  the  hoys  an'  Tininneyveer  tlie  money  they 

had  won. 
An'  then  there  came  a  hi<;  i<lee — it  thrilled  him 

like  a  shock : 
Why  not  control  the  Syndi<ate  by  bnyin'  np  the 

stock? 


I 


An'  so  next  day  he  hnrried  back  with  smoothly 
shaven  pate. 

An'  for  a  hundred  dollars  he  boujrht  up  the  Syn- 
dicate. 

'Twas  mijihty  frenzied  finance  an'  the  boys  set 
up  a  roar. 

Rut   "  Hirsntes "   from    the   market   wuz  with- 
drawn for  evei'inore. 

An'  to  this  day  in  Xujijjetsville  they  tell  the  tale 
how  slick 

The  Syndicate  s(dd  out  too  soon,  and  Chewed- 
ear  turned  the  trick. 
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The  Mother 

Thkui;  will  be  u  sinj;iii<;  in  vdiir  heart, 

Tli'Tc  will  lie  a  I'iiittnrc  in  your  cyos; 
Y(Mi  will  be  a  woman  set  apart, 

Yon  will  b«'  s(»  wonderful  and  wise. 
You  will  slct'j),  and  wh«'n  from  dreams  you  start. 

As  of  one  that  wakes  in  Paradise, 
There  will  be  a  sinjiiii};  in  your  heart, 

There  will  be  a  rapture  in  your  eyes. 


There  will  be  a  moaning  in  your  heart. 

There  will  Ik-  an  anguish  in  your  eyes; 
You  will  see  your  <lear«'st  ones  depart. 

You  will  hear  their  <[»iivering  good-byes. 
Yours  will  be  the  heart-ache  and  the  smart, 

Tears  that  scald  and  huiely  sacrifice; 
There  will  be  a  moaning  in  your  heart, 

There  will  be  an  anguish  in  vour  eves. 
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The   Motlicr 


There  will  foiiic  a  jjloiy  in  voiir  cyos. 

There  will  eonie  a  peaer  within  your  heart; 
Sitting  'neath  the  i\n'u'\  eveiiin;:,'  siiies. 

Time  will  <lry  the  tear  and  dull  the  smart. 
Y«ui  will  know  that  you  have  played  your  part; 

Yours  shall  he  the  love  that  never  dies: 
Y«»n,  with  Heaven's  pejui'  within  your  heart, 

You,  with  God's  own  glory  in  your  eyes. 
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The  Dreamer 

Tm;  lone  man  ^ia/fil  ami  uazcW  npMii  liis  j,'ol<l. 

His  sweat,  his  IiNmmI,  the  wa^c  of  wraiv  days: 
r.llt   now  iiow  sweet.  ll<»\v  tloiiiilv  sweet   to  liolil 

All  ii'.xy  aiul  ^leaiiiy  to  llie  caniii-tiie  Itla/.e. 
The  eveiiinj;  sk.v  was  sinistei-  aiwl  cold; 

Tlie  willows  sliivere<l.  waiil.v  lay  the  snow; 
The  tjn<(miiiiisei-atiii«;  land,  so  old. 

So  worn,  so  fri-ey.  so  nijrpifd  in  its  wo<', 
Peeied   thfoujih   its   laj^fjetl  shioiid.      The    lone 
laan  sijjhe<l. 

Poui-ed  hack  the  piiidy  dust  into  its  poke. 
CtiVAvt}  at   the  seethinjr  river  listless-eyed, 

Loa<led  his  eorn-<'<d»  pipe  as  if  to  smoke; 
Then    crushed    with    weariness    and    hardship 

crept 
Into  his  ragged  robe,  and  swiftly  slept. 


Hour  after  hour  went  by;  a  shad(»w  slipped 
From  vasts  of  shadow  to  the  camp-fire  flame; 
Clripping  a  rifle  with  a  deadly  aim, 

A  gaunt  and  hairy  man  with  wolfish  eyes.    .    .    . 
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The    DicaiiRi 


Tlirslr.'|Mr.ln-iiiu..l.  iin.l  Inl  iliis  wiishis.ln'am: 

Ilr  in.lf  ii  slicjiiiiin;^  Iiuisc  across  a  iikkm-. 
Slid. It'll  "iiii.l  i.iM.lii.U  iiiiilii  a  li^ilitnin^  ^l«'ain 

SIiow.mI  liiiii  a  wa.vsi.l.-  iiiii.  loiloin  aial  i r. 

A  siillt'ii  liMst  niiliant'd  tlir  rifiikiii.u  «l«»or. 

AihI  I«'.I  liiiii  (<•  a  <liiii  ami  <ln'ar\  hmhii. 
A  lifi-.'iii  Im'  Sill  ami  |K>k<'<l  tli"  tin'  ii-niiir. 

So    tliat    w.'ini    sliinlows    Ji;:-f<l    atliwait    tin- 

•rioolll. 

M.'  onlriv.1  will.-.     ■<M-s  1.I...mI:  ImH  la-  was  liiv.l. 

What     iiiall.-i'.       <'|i:iil.-s     wiis    .iiisli.-.l     an.l 
(tcoij;.'  was  Kiiijir; 
His  pait.v  liijili  ill  |Hiw(-r;  li.'W  la-  aspir.-.i! 

Ucl   miin«'as   pa.k.-.i    liis    |niisr.   t<».»   ti^rlil    t.. 

i-iiij;. 
The  tiv.'ii^lii  .uit'ann'<l  np.ni  liis  silk.-ii  li.tsc. 

His  silv.-v  i»u.kl.-s  an.l  liis  pow.l.'n'.!  wi<:. 
What  li..:  in..n'  win.':  II. '  .Irauk,  la-  sL.wly  n.s.-. 

What   made  the  sha.l.>ws  <hui(-<'  that   madcap 

He  clntchcd  the  camll.'.  sLvml  his  way  to  hcd, 
An.l  in  a  tii.-o  was  slccpinn  like  the  dead. 

Across  the  room  th.-n-  .vcpt.  s..  shadow  s..ft. 
His  sullen  h.tst.  with  nakc-d  knife  ajileam, 

(  A  ^aunt  and  hairy  man  with  wolfish  eyes,  i    .  .  . 
a'iuI  as  he  lay,  the  sleeper  dn-anie.!  a  dream : 


J,l. 


The   Dreamer 
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'Twjis  ill  ii  ni<l«-r  land,  a  wildci-  day. 

A  rival  itriinrliii;;  sat  ii|miii  liis  tlirono, 
Within  a  diini;*-<iM  dark  and  I'imiI  In-  lav. 

Willi  tliains  that   l»il  and  It-slncd  to  tin-  Imuu'. 
Tli(>\   haled  him  harshlv  to  a  \anllfd  ronni. 

When-  One  liazfd  mi  hiiii  with  nialiu:nant  rye; 
And  in  that  d<-vil-t'ai'i-  h*-  r*-ad  his  doMiii, 

Knowing:  that  nc  tli<'  da\vn-li;;lit  In-  iiiiist  die. 
Well,  Im'  was  soiit»\\ -ulut  ird  ;  let   ihi'iii   lirinii 

Their  prize  assassins  to  the  Mnud.v  work. 
His  kiii^doiii  lost.  \('i   would  he  die  a  Kiii^. 

IVerless    and    |Uoiid.    as    when    he    I'aeed    (he 
Turk. 
Ah.  f}(»dl  the  jilory  of  thai  .ureal  <'rnsade! 

Tht*  liannered  pomp,  the  jih-am.  the  splendid 
nrj;e  1 
The  crash  of  rei'kinu  <<iiiil>at.  Made  to  Made  I 

The  i-eeliiiii   ranks.   Mood-avid   and  a-sniiic! 
F«»r  loiiji;  he  tlioni;hl  ;  then  feeliim  •"'''  I'ini  rre»'p 
\'ast  Weariness,  he  fell  into  a  sleep. 


The  coll  door  opened;  soft  the  headsman  caine, 
Within  his  hand  a  mijiht.v  axe  aiileani, 

(A  uannt  and  hairy  man  with  wolfish  eyes.)  .  . 
And  us  he  lay,  the  sleeper  dreamed  a  dream; 


lio 


The  Dreamer 
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"Twas  in  i\  liind  uiikfiiip).  <>l  life's  ntl  (lawn, 

WIm'Ii'  ill  Ills  saiKlitl  r;iv»'  In-  (Iwtll  aloiic; 
Slrcpiiii:  li.v  tlav.  Ml-  sdiufiiiiit's  wMiki-tl  ii|K.n 

Ilis  tliiif-lit'iHl  arrows  ainl  liis  kiiiv.-s  of  sK.im'; 
i;_v  iiij;lit  slolf  fni-lli  atnl  slew  llif  sava^v  I'oar. 

So  that  111'  iMoiiu'tl  a  liuiitrr  of  lon<l  faiii*'. 
And  iiiaiiv  a  skin  of  wolf  ami  wild  «at  woic. 

And  counted  inanv  ii  Hint  head  to  liis  naiin 
Wlieref<»ie  lie  walked  the  envy  of  ihe  hand. 

Hated  and  feared,  l.iit  matehless  in  his  skill. 
Till  lo!  one  ni^ilii  deep  in  that  shau^y  land. 

He  tracked  a  veailiiiu  hear  and  made  his  kill; 
Then  ovei--w<»rn  he  rested  I'.v  a  si  ream. 
And  sank  into  a  sleep  too  deeji  for  dream. 


Iliintinii:  his  food  a  rival  eavenian  crept 

ThroiiLih   those  dark   woods,  and  marked  him 
where  he  la\  ; 

Cowered  ami  crawled  upon  him  as  he  slejit. 
Poisinu  a  miiility  stone  aloft  to  slay — 

(A  "aniit  and  hairy  man  with  W(dtish  eyes,  i    .  .  . 
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The  "Treat  stone  crashed.     The  Dreamer  shrieked 
and  woke. 
And  saw.  fear-hlinded.  in  his  drippiuj:  cell. 


11  If     Did  I  IK  I 


117 


A  Uiiiiiil  iiinl  liiiiiy  iiiiiii.  wliu  with  <itM>  «<ii-i)kc 
Swiiliu    :i    ;;|-»';il    ;i\r    nf    slccl    llml     t!;iN|ii(|    iiiiil 
f.-ll.     .      .      . 


So  ilijii  III-  \\iikc  :niii<l  liis  Im-iI-iomui  ;Lrl<»<iiii, 
AihI  s;i\\.  li;iir-|M(isc«|.  ;i  ii;ik«'<l.  tliirsiiiii;  kiiifi-. 

A  •;:iiiiii  iiiitl  |i;iji-\   iiiiiii  uitli  rvt-s  nf  tliiDin 
Ami  ill"  II  ilif  liliidf  pliiiip'ij  down  to  iliink  his 
11  If.     .     .     . 


S<»  tlini    he  woke,  wiTiiclu'd   Itjitk   his  inlic,  iiiiil 
lookf'*!. 
Ami  siiw    lit'sidt'  his  li.viiiii  lire  iiitst.ii-t 
A  i:;iiiiii  :iii<l  liiiiiy  iii:iii  with  liMir<'i-  rriHikt'd  — 

A   lillf  Ijini;.  ;i   lillllct  sr;||-ilii'(|  his  licilft.     .     .     . 


TIh'  iiiuiniiit;  sky  was  siiiisti-i-  :iii<l  rol  !. 

(iri»ti's<|iif  the  Dicaiiicf  sprawled,  and  <lid  nut 
fisc. 
For  Ioiil;  and  luni;  iIu-im'  ua/.cd  upon  some  ;Nfold 

.1   i/iniiit  mill  liniri/  )niiii   n'ith   irol/is/i  ii/is. 
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At  Thirtv-Five 
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TnuKK  srovo  iiiul  ten,  the  Psalmist  saith. 

Ami  half  iiiv  roiiisi'  is  well  iiii;li  niii; 
I've  had  my  lloul  at  iliisly  df-alh 

["vc  had  my  wliatk  of  ft'ast  and  Inn. 
I've  tiKM-kcd  at  those  who  pi  ate  and  picafh ; 

I've  lanulu'd  with  any  man  r.livc: 
r»nt   now  with  soitcrcd  heart   I  rcat  li 

The  r.icat  Divide  of  Thirty-live. 
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And  looking  l»aek  1  mnst  confess 

I've  little  cause  to  feel  elate. 
I've  played  the  mummei-  more  or  loss; 

I  fumhled  foitnne.  flonleil  fate. 
I've  vastly  di-eanied  and  little  done; 

I've  idly  watched  my  hrolhers  strive; 
Oh,  I  have  loitered  in  the  snii 

\\\  primrose  paths  t(»  Thirty-fivp! 
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At  'Ihirtv-Fivc 
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And  those  w  lio  iiiatchcd  iiic  in  the  race. 

Well,  some  art*  out  and  traiiiplftl  down; 
The  others  jot;  with  s(»lH'r  pace; 

Yet  niic  wins  dedicate  renown. 
O  niidniuht   feast  atid  famished  <lawn! 

O  ^iiy.  haid  life,  with  iHtpe  alive  I 
O  liolden  voiith.  fofever  ^:one. 

How  sweet   von  seem  at   Thii'tv-fivel 


Eaeh  of  oui-  lives  is  just  a  book 

As  al»s(dnte  as  IFcdy  Writ; 
We  hnmldx  read,  and  ma\  not  look 

Ahead,  nor  »hani:e  (»ne  word  of  it. 
.\nd  hei-e  are  jiiys  and  here  are  jtains; 

And  hei-e  we  fail  and  hei*e  we  thrive; 
O  wondr<»ns  volume  I     What   remains 

When  we  rea<'h  eha]»ter  Thii-ty-five? 


The  very  l»est.  I  dare  t(»  hope. 

Kre  Fate  writes  Finis  to  the  tome; 
A  wiser  liead.  a  wider  scope. 

And  for  the  liipsy  heart,  a  home; 
A  songful  home,  with  loved  (uies  near. 

With  joy.  with  sunshine  all  alive: 
Watch  me  <;row  youn;ier  every  year — 

Old  Aiie!  thv  name  is  Thirtv-fno: 
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The  Squaw-Man 

Tin;  CMW-iinKtst'  conu's  to  wjittT,  aiul  the  beaver's 
()v<'rl»ol(l. 
The  net  is  in  the  echly  of  the  stream; 
The  tei>ee  stais  the  viviil  swaiil  witli  russet,  re<l 
and  <XiM, 
And  in  the  velvet  jn'.onni  the  lire's  a.irleani. 
The  niuht   is  lipe  with  quirt,  rich  with  inoeuse 
of  tin'  pine; 
From  sanctuary  hike  I  hear  the  loon; 
The    peaks    are    l.rijiht    aixainst    the    hlue,    and 
drenched   with  sunset   wine. 
And  like  a  silvi-r  buhhle  is  the  moon. 


Cloud-hiiih  T  climbed  but  yesterday;  a  hundred 
miles  around 
I  looked  to  see  a  rival  fire  aj,di'am. 
As   in  a   crystal   lens  it   lay,   a    land   without   a 
bound. 
All  lure,  and  virj;in  vastituib'.  and  dream. 
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"  The  meadows  ot  ttm' 

ing  grassi*  ffnyvr.** 


where  the  laugh- 
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Tilt'  jrrciit  skv  ioju'cmI  rxultjintly,  the  great  earth 
liiU'ctl  hs  lircast, 
All  rivcrvi'iiK'd  inid  patterniMl  with  tho  pine; 
Tilt'  lit'i'dlfss  liiHtlt's  t»f  tiuil»t>u  wcrt'  streamiii}; 
to  tilt'  Wt'st, 
A  laiiil  t»f  liistr'  MS  luvstt'i-v — ant]  mine. 


Yea,  mini'  to  fnime  my  Oilysst-y:    Oh,  little  tit) 
tlu'V  know 
My  enntinesi  ;nn1  tin-  kinutliuii  that  I  ket«pl 
The  inejiiltiws  of  ilif  nmsk-t>x  where  the  laugh- 
in  j;  grasses  grttw. 
The  riM'is  wht'it"  the  eareless  eonies  leap. 
Heyontl  the  silent  (Mrile,  where  white  men  are 
fiertt'  and  ffw. 
I  lortl  if.  ami  I  intxk  at  man-maile  law; 
Like  a  flame  ui>t»n  the  water  is  my  little  light 
eantte, 
Antl  vt)ntler  in  the  tiregltiw  is  mv  siniaw. 


A  s»]naw-manl  yes  that's  what   I  am;  sneer  at 
me  if  yt>n  will. 
I've  gone  the  gi-illiiig  jtat'i'  that  tannot  last; 
With    hawtlry.    hridge    and    hrantly — Oh,    I've 
tlrunk  enough  to  kill 
A  ilozen  siiih  as  ytni.  I'li;  that  is  past. 
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Tlic  Si]iia\\-Man 


I've  s\viiii<r  loimd  t»t  my  senses,  fdiiml  thr  idacc 
Aviicrc  F   Jm'Ioii;.': 
The  (Mfv  iiiiulf  ii  niadiiiiiii  out  of  ino; 
Fiiil  here  Im'voikI  tlii>  (Miclc.  wlicir  fhci'c's  iicilluM' 
rij;lit  or  wrctii};, 
I  leap  from  life's  stiai;;Ii;-ja'k«'t,  and  Vm  free. 


Yi't  ever  in  the  far  foi-lorn.  Ity  (rails    of    lone 
dcsin'; 
Yt't  <'vt'i-  ill  (he  dawn's  wliitc  leer  of  liatc; 
Vet  cvci"  l»_v  tlir  drijipin^'  kill,  licsidc  the  drowsy 
fire. 
There  comes   the   fieree   heart-1mnii»'r    for    a 
mate. 
Tliere    comes    the    mad    Itlood-claniour     for     a 
woman's  eliiiirinii  hand, 
Love-liiimid  eyes,  the  velvet  of  a  breast: 
And  so  I  soiijiht   the  I'.oniiet-pliimes,  and  cliose 
from  out  the  l»;ind 
The  iiirl   I  thoiiiiht  the  sweetest  and  the  best. 


O  wistful  women  T  liave  loved  before  my  dark 
dis^ra<'e! 
O  women  fair  and  rare  in  mv  home  land  I 


All  river-veined  and  patterned  wiA  the  pine." 

—Tkt  Sqamm-Mimt. 


M 


r ' 

(I 


■Hi! 


:i'  :-j!:i\ 


).'i;  .7  luvif   (lA 


L^f. 


n 


I   r 


'i! 


1^, 


I  ,•    » 


ri.';i 


The  Si|iia\\-Mafi 


|.-.,< 


Drar  liHlics.  if  I  saw  von  now  IM  tnrn  away  my 
fart'. 
Then  nawl   to  kiss  yonr  footprints    in    tin* 
saml ! 
And  yet — that  day  tin"  fiflf  janinicil     a  wonnili'd 
nioosr  at  l»ay — 
A  foar.  a  rliai-^c     ...     I  faced  it  witl.  my 
knife: 
A  shot  from  out  the  wiMow-scrnh,  and  theie  the 
monster  lay 
Yes.  little  Laujihinjj  Kyes,  you  saved  n>y  life. 


The  man  must  have  the  woman,  and  we're  all 
hrntes  more  or  less. 
Since  tir*<t  the  male  ape  shinned  the  family 
tree; 
And  yet  I  think  I  love  her  with  a  hnsliand's  ten- 
derness, 
And  yet  I  know  that  she  would  die  for  mo. 
Oh,  if  I  left  y«»u,  I-au^^hinj;  Kyes,  and  nevermore 
came  hack, 
Ood  help  you,  {.'irl!  T  know  what  you  would 
do     .     .     . 
T  see  the  lake  wan  in  the  moon,  and  from  the 
shadow  Itlaj'k 
There  drifts  a  little  empty  birch  canoe. 
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154  The   Squaw-Maii 

We're  lien-  lK',V(tii<l  tlif  i'inlc.  where  there's  never 
wr(tii}X  nor  i-ijihf ; 
We  aren't  s]>liee(l  jueorflinu  to  llw  hnv : 
r»ut  by  tlie  <i(>(ls  I  hail  you  on  this  hushed  aiul 
holy  nijiht 
As  the  mother  of  my  eiiildi-en.  ami  my  S(|ua\v. 
I  see  your  little  slender  face  set  in  the  tireliiilit 
«,d()\v ; 
T  pray  that  I  may  never  make  it  sad; 
I   hear  yo\i  «'roon  n  l>al)y  sonu.  all  slumber-soft 
and  low — 
r.od  bless  von,  little  Lauuhin^'  Kyes:    I'm  glad. 
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Home  and  Love 


Jtst  Uomo  and  I.ove!  the  words  are  small, 

Four  little  letters  unto  each; 
And  yet  you  will  not  find  in  all 

The  wide  and  jiraeious  ranj;e  of  speech 
Two  more  so  tenderly  romplete: 

When  anj^els  talk  in  ITeaven  above, 
I'm  sure  they  have  no  words  more  sweet 
Than  TTome  and  T.ove. 


Just  TTome  and  T.ove!  it's  hard  to  uuess 
Which  of  the  two  were  liest  to  gain; 

noiue  with<»ut  Love  is  bitterness; 
l.(»ve  without  TTome  is  often  pain. 

No!  each  alone  will  sehlom  <lo: 

Somehow  they  travel  hand  and  j;love: 

If  you  win  one  you  must  have  two, 
Roth  Home  and  Love. 
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Home  aiul  Love 


And  if  you've  Itoth.  well,  then  I'm  sure 
Yon  oufilit  to  sinir  the  whole  day  long; 

It  doesn't  matter  if  yoii'i-e  poor 

Witli  these  to  make  divine  your  song. 

And  so  I  praiscfnlly  rei)eat, 

Wlien  angels  talk  in  Heaven  above. 

There  ai-e  no  words  more  simply  sweet 
Than  Home  and  Love. 
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My  rivers  that  flash  into  foam." 

— I'm  Scared  of  It  All. 
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Fm  Scared  of  It  Ail 

I'M  scared  of  it  all,  Ood's  truth!  so  I  am; 

It's  too  big  and  brutal  f<»r  inc. 
My  nerve's  on  the  raw  aud  I  don't  give  a  damn 

For  all  the  "  hoorah  "  that  I  see. 
I'm  pinned  between  subway  and  overhi'atl  train, 

Where  automoltillies  swoop  down: 
()h,  I  want  to  go  bark  to  the  tind>er  again — 

I'm  seared  of  the  terrible  town. 


I  want  to  go  back  to  my  lean,  aslu'u  plains; 

My  rivers  that  flash  into  foam; 
My  ultimate  valleys  where  solitu<b'  reigns; 

My  trail  from  I'ort  Churchill  to  Nome. 
My  foH'Sts  packed  full  of  mysterious  gloom, 

My  ice-fields  agrind  and  aglare: 
The  city  is  deadfalle<l  with  danger  and  doom — 

I  know  that  I'm  safer  up  there. 


ir,8 


I'm  Scared  of  It  All 


I  \vat<li  the  wall  faces  tliat  flusli  in  the  street; 

All  kinds  and  all  elasses  I  see. 
Vet  never  u  one  in  the  nnllinn  I  meet 

Has  the  smile  (if  a  comrade  foi-  me. 
.Tnsi  jaded  and  panting  like  d(»jrs  in  a  pack; 

.fust  tensed  and  intent  on  the  <:oal: 
()  CumI:  l»nt   I'm  lonesome     I  wish  I  was  hack, 

I'p  there  in  the  lamJ  of  the  I'ole. 


'  I 


I  wish  I  was  hack  on  the  niinijt'r  Plateaus, 

And  seekinj;  the  h»st  cai'ihon; 
I  wish  I  wa>ii  np  wliei-e  the  Coppefmine  flows 

To  the  kick  of  my  little  canoe. 
I'd  like  to  he  fat'  on  some  weariftd  shore. 

In  the  T.and  of  the  Ulizzard  and  Uear; 
Oh.  I  wish  I  was  sniiir  in  the  Aj'<tic  once  more. 

For  I  know  1  am  safer  up  tln'iel 


I  prowl  in  the  canyons  of  dismal  unrest; 

I  cringe — I'm  so  weak  and  so  small. 
I    can't    nvt    my    hearinj^s,    I'm    crushed    and 
oppressed 

With  the  hast(>  and  the  waste  of  it  all. 


I'm  Stared  of   ll  AH 


ir>{» 


The  slaves  ami  tin*  nuulmen,  the  lust  aiul  the 
sweat. 

The  fear  in  (he  faces  I  see; 
The  jjettiuj;,  the  spendiii};,  the  fever,  the  fret — 

It's  too  bleedinj?  cruel  for  me. 


I  feel  it's  all  \vrou<r.  Itut  1  can't  tell  you  why — 

The  ]»alace,  the  hovel  next  door; 
The  insolent  towers  that  sprawl  to  the  sky. 

Tlu'  crush  and  the  rush  and  the  roar. 
I'm  trajtped  like  a  fox  and  I  fear  for  my  pelt; 

I  cower  in  the  crash  and  the  ^rlare; 
Oil.  I  want  to  he  hack  in  the  avalanche  helt, 

For  I  know  that  it's  safer  up  there! 


I'm  scared  of  it  all.    Oh.  afar  I  <'an  hear 

The  voice  of  my  solitudes  call! 
We're  nothinj;  hut  l»i-ute  with  a  little  veneer, 

And  nature  is  Itest  after  all. 
There's  tumult  and  terror  ahroad  in  the  street; 

There's  menace  and  doom  in  the  air; 
I've  «;ot  to  fjet  hack  to  my  thousand-mile  heat; 
The  trail  where  the  couijar  and  silver-tip  meet; 
The  snows  and  the  <amp-fire.  with  wolves  at  my 
f(H^t; 

Of)od-hye,  for  it's  safer  up  there. 


1 


I.'  • 


If' 


100  I'm  Siarcd  of   It   All 

To  be  form  ill  1/  ijootl  habit  h  up  there: 
To  br  stoniinj  on  rabbits  up  there; 

III  your  huuijer  ami  icoe, 

Thoufjh  it's  si.rtif  l>elo\c, 
Oh,  I  knoir  that  it's  safer  up  there! 
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A  Song  of  Success 

IIo!  wf  wore  strong,  we  wore  swift,  we  were 
Uravt'. 

Yotith  was  a  »hall«'ti<;e,  and  Lif«'  was  a  ti}:cl»t. 
All  that  was  licst  in  us  «,'la(lly  wo  gave. 

Sprang  from  the  rally,  and  leapt  for  the  height. 
Sjiiiling  is  L(»V('  in  a  fctain  of  Spring  flctwcrs: 

Harden  our  hearts  to  him — on  let  us  press! 
Oh.  what  a  triumph  and  i)ride  shall  Im*  ours  I 

See  where  it  beacons,  the  star  of  sneeessi 


('arcs  seem  to  erowd  on  ns — so  inueh  to  do; 

New  tields  to  <on<|uei',  and  time's  on  the  wing. 
(Ire.v  haiis  are  showini;,  a  wiinkle  or  two; 

Somehow  our  footstep  is  losing  its  spring. 
Ph'asurr's  forsaken  us,  T.ove  ceased  to  siuile; 

Youth  has  Iteeii  funei-alled;  .\ge  travels  fast. 
Soiiieliiiies  we  woudei':  Is  it  worth  while? 

There  I  we  have  gained  to  the  summit  at  last. 


1 01' 


A   Son;^  ol   Siicccs»i 


Avf.  wf  liavr  tiimiii>lM'<i:     N»»\v  nmst  w.'  hash'. 

IJcvcl  in  vlttoiv    .    .    .    \vliv:  what  is  wionj:? 
Life's  «li(»i«('sl  vinta;:*'  is  Hat  !•»  tin-  ias(f 

An'  we  loo  lat<?     Have  \\«'  laltoiinMl  Ion  loim? 
Wcalili,   iMiwrf.   I'anii'   we   liol«l     •     •     •  i>'»'   '"" 
tlic  truth  : 

Would  Wf  not  !.'iv«'  this  vain  <:lor\  of  ours 
For  one  mad.  j:Ia<l  vt-ar  of  glorious  ,v<uitl». 


Lifo  in  tho  Springtide,  and  Love  in  the  llo\v«'rs'; 
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The  Song  of  the  Camp-Fire 


I. 

IIkki>   inc.    feed    inc.   I   am   huii};ry,    I   am   rcd- 
t<»n^iii'«|  with  (It'sin*; 
rSonjiIis  of  ttiilsam.  slal>s  of  ('«-ilai',  piimmy  faiu 
•rols  of  the  pine, 
ricap  tht'iii  on  nir.  let  mo  Inij;  them  to  my  «'a<;('r 
heart  of  file, 
Roaiinir,  soaring:  np  to  heaven  as  a  symbol  an<I 
a  si^n. 
IJiinji  me  knots  of  sunny  maple,  silver  biich  an»l 
tamai'aek ; 
Leapint;.  sweepinj:.  I  will  lap  them  witli  my 
aitlenf  winjrs  of  tlame; 
I  will  kindle  ihem  to  jxlory.  I  will  heat  the  dai-k- 
;iess  hack ; 
Sti-eaminy:,  jilcaniinj:.  I  will  jjoad  them  to  my 
jrloi-y  and  my  fiime. 
I'rin};  me  gnarly  limhs  of  live-oak,  aid  me  in  my 
frenzied  flight; 
Strips  of  irfin-wood.  sraly  blue-gum,  wiithin;,' 
rc'dl\  in  my  hold; 
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104         The  SoiiK  of  the  Camp-fire 

With  luy  hiuiit'  «>f  Inrnl  hiiucs,  witli  my  whips 
Hiiit  tliiil  tlic  niiilit. 
They  will  l»ui<r<'(»ii  into  Itoaiity,  they  will  foli- 
ate in  fi<»l(l. 
Let  nic  star  tlio  dim  sicn-as.  stab  with  ii:;ln  ih<' 
inland  st'as; 
Roamin-:   wind   and    loaiinj:  darkness '.    seek 
no  mercy  jil  my  liiinds; 
I  will  mock  the  marly  heavens,  lamp  the  pnrph' 
]>riiiries, 
I  will  llannt  my  deathl.'ss  Uanners  down  the 
far,  unhonst'led  huids. 
In   the  vast   and   vanlted  pineiilooin   where  the 
pillared  forests  frown, 
V,y  the  snllen.  brutish  rivers  rnnnin-  where 
(;<td  only  knows. 
On   the  starlit  coral   beaches  when   the  combers 
thunder  down. 
In  the  dealh-spel!  <.f  the  barrens,  in  the  shud- 
der of  the  snows; 
In  a  blazinii  l»ell  of  triumph  from  the  palm-leaf 
to  the  pine, 
As  a  symbol  of  <letiance.  lo!  the  wilderness  1 

span ; 
And  my  bca.ons  burnt  exultant  as  an  everlast- 

inir  si^n 
Of  um-mlin-  domination,   of   the   mastery   of 

Man; 


>Nr  . 


The  Son^  of  the  Catnp-lire  1^-^ 

I,  the  Life,  the  ticrtc  T'i)lil'tt'r,  I  tliat  wcjummI  liiiii 
from  the  iniic; 
I.  tlic  iinircl  and  the  devil;   I,  tlic  tvrant  juid 
the  slave; 
I,  the  Spirit  of  the  Stni,L,';;le;  I.  the  iiiiiihty  (lod 
of  IMi-e; 
I,  the  .Maker  and  Destroyei-;  I,  the  (Jiver  and 
the  ( iiave. 


IT. 


<iather  lomiij  iiie.  hoy  and  ^rey-heard,  frontiers- 
men of  eveiy  kind. 

Few  are  yon,  and  far  and  lonely,  yet  an  army 
forms  hehind  : 

l!y  yonr  eamp-fires  shall  I  hey  know  yon,  ashes 
seatteicd  to  the  wind. 


Peer  into  my  heart  of  s(daee.  hreak   yonr  l»an- 

noek  at  my  Maze; 
Snndcinjr,   stretched   in   lazy  shelter,   build   yonr 

castles  as  yon  i^aze; 
Or,  it  may  he.  deep  in  dreaminj;.  think  of  dim, 

unhappy  days. 
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'i'lic  So'ijij  of  the  Cainp-l'irc 


].vt  ,„y  waniitli  nn.l  jilow  cnn-ss  you,  for  your 

(rails  arc  <^\\u\  ami  liar<l ; 
l.,.t  my  arms  of  comfort  i-n-ss  you,  hun-rcr-licwu 

and   l.attlcsrarrcd: 
()  my  lovers:  l.ow  1  M.'ss  y.m  willi  your  lives  so 

ma<llv  manvd! 


For  yon  seek  the  silent  sikkcs,  an.l  their  secret 

lore  yon  jrlean; 
For  y<.n  win  the  savajre  races,  and  the  hrutish 

Wild  you  wean; 
And  I  filaddi'n  d«'scrt  places,  where  camp-lir.'  has 

never  heen. 


if, 


From  the  P<de  unto  the  Tropics  is  there  trail 

ye  have  not  dared? 
And  because  you  h<dd  (h^lh  lijihtly,  so  by  death 

shall  you  be  spared, 
(As  the  saties  of  the  ajics  in  their  pajjes  have 

declared.) 
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On  th.'  roarinj;  Arkilinik  in  a  h'aky  bark  canoe; 
Fp   the  cloud    of     Mount    McKinl.-y,    where     (he 

avalanche  leaps  through; 
In  the  furnace  of  Death  Valley,  wli.-n  the  mirage 

glimmers  blue. 
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T\)c  Soii^  of  the  Caiiip-lirc 
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Now   !i   smnil-iv  of   wiry   willtiws  (.11   tlif   wrary 

Kiisk<M|uiiii ; 
Now  a   tiari'  ..f  iiuimiiy  i»iii<'-kii<>ts   wIiiTt-  \  an- 

roiivcr's  scaur  is  mini ; 
N.iw  a   -l.-aiii  of  siiiiuy  .riha.   wlicii   iln-  <'nl«an 

hcaclics  tliin. 


Always,  always  (Jn.l's  r.n-al   <)l'<-n:   lo!    I    Ihii-ii 

witli  keener  liiilit 
In  the  corri.lors  of  silen.e    in  the  vestibules  of 

nijjtht ; 
"Mid  the  ferns  an.l  i:rasses  -leaniini:.  was  there 

<'Ver  "cni  so  liri;Liht? 


Not    for    weaklin^rs,    not    for    w.Muen     like    my 

hrother  of  the  hearth; 
Uinj:  your  son<is  of  wrath    around    n>",   T  was 

niaile  for  manful  mirth. 
In  the  lusty,  jrusty  j^reatness.  on  the  Itald  spots 

of  the  earth. 


Men.  my  masters!      Men.  my  lov<'rs!    ye  have 

f(»ujiht  ami  y«'  have  bled; 
(Jather  round  my  ruddy  embers,  s..ftly  -lowin-r 

is  my  bed; 
r.y  my  heart  (.f  solace  .Ireaminii,  ri'st  ye  and  be 

comf(»rtedI 
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168         The  Sons  of  the  Cainp-lire 

TIT. 

T  am  (lyin-,  O  my  masl.Ts:  l.v  my  tniul  Ihiim'  y<' 
sl('('[) ; 
My  iMiritlc  i»lnm<'s  of  ^'l(»vy  (h-<"ii.  furlcin. 
Crvy  aslu's  cliokc  ami  tluak  iiw,  and  aliovf  tlw 
]>im's  there  creep 
Tlie  stealthy  silver  moccasins  of  morn. 
There  comes  a  citiinlless  army,  it's  the  Legion  of 
the  Lijiht ; 
It    tram]>s    in    iileaminjr    triumph    rouml    the 

world ; 
And  l(ef(»re  its  jewelled  lances  all   the  shadows 
of  the  ni}iht 
IJack  in  to  abysmal  darknesses  are  hurled. 
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Leap  to  life  a.sain,  my  lovers!  ye  must  toil  and 
never  tire; 
The  day  of  darini:,  doinir.  hrii^htens  clear. 
When  the  bed  of  sp'n-y  cedar  and  the  jovial  camp- 
fire 
Must  only  be  a  memory  of  cheer. 
There  is  hope  and  ir(dden  promise  in  the  vast, 
portentous  dawn ; 
There  is  ,ulamour  in  the  jilad.  etlluent  sky: 
Cm  and  leave  me;  I  will  dream  of  you  and  love 
yon  wln'n  you're  irone; 
I  have  siM-ved  you,  <)  my  masters  1  let  me  die. 


The  Song  of  the  Cainp-Fire 
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A  littli-  lu'iip  of  asht's,  <;i»'y  and  soddt'n  by  the 
rain, 
Wind-sratlcnMl.   liluncd    and   Mottcd   Ity   the 
snow : 
L.'t  that  1h'  all  to  tell  of  inc.  ami  !:l(»ri<»ns  ii<rain. 
Ye  thinjis  of  -iiccnini:  irlaclncss,  leap  and  trlow  1 
A  Mack  sciir  in  the  sunshine  l»y  the  palm-leaf 
or  (hf  i»ine, 
r.lind  to  the  nijiht  and  dead  to  all  desire; 
Vi-t  (»h.  of  life  and  nplill   what  a  syndtol  and  a 

sifxn: 
Yet  oh.  of  power  and  e(»n<piest  what  a  destiny  is 

niinci 
A  little  heap  of  ashes— Yea !  a  niiraele  divine, 
The  foot-print  of  a  yod,  all-radiant  Fire. 
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Her  Letter 
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I'm  takiufi  pen  in  hand  this  night,  an<l  hanl  it 
is  for  nx-; 
My  iMxtr  «ihl  lingers  trcinhh'  so,  my  liand  is 
stitV  and  slow. 
And  «'V('n  with  my  glasses  on  I'm  troubled  sore 
to  see 
You'd  little  know  your  niothi-r,  boy;  you'd 
little,  little  knctw. 
You  mind  how  brisk  and   bright   I   was,  how 
straight  and  ti-im  and  small  ; 
'Tis  weariful  T  am  the  now,  and  beni  and 
frail  and  grey. 
I'm  waiting  at  the  road's  end,  lad:    and  all 
that's  in  my  heart. 
Is  jiisl  (o  si'e  my  b<»y  again  liel'oit.'  I'm  railed 
away. 
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'M>h,  well  I  ii»iii»l  the  soiiv  <la\  you  .lo.-s-scn  the 
;rurly  scii; 
'Twiis  like  the  iK'art  was  torn  fntm  mo,  ix 
wacful  wife  was  I. 
You  saitl   thai   ynuM   !•«'  lioinc  a;iaiii    in   two 
years,  inayln'  llircc; 
r.ut  nijih  a  store  of  years  have  «ion»',  aiwl 
still  the  years  <,'o  l»y. 
I  know  it's  cruel  hard  for  you,  you've  hairnies 
of  your  own; 
I  know  the  siller's  hard  to  win,  and  folks 
have  used  you  ill : 
Hut  oh,  Ihiid;  of  your  inolher.  lad.  that's  wait- 
inji  by  her  lone  I 
And  even  if  you  tanna  eoni<' — just  irritc  and 
saif  ifou  irill. 


«    \ve   even  tlKui-h  there's  litth'  hope,  just  pro- 
mlse  that  you'll  try. 
It's   w<>ary,   vv.  iry   waitin<jj,   lad;    just  say 
you'll  conu'  next  year. 
I'm    thinkin.u   there   will   l»e   no   'next';     I'm 
thinkin}:  soon   I'll  lie 
With  all  the  ones  I've  laid  away     .     .     . 
liut  oh,  the  hope  will  eln'er! 
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Her  Letter 


You  know  voii'n'  jill  that's  left  to  ino,  ami  wo 
arc  seas  apart ; 
r.iit  if  VfMi'll  only  xaij  you'll  ('onu',  then  will 
I  hope  aii«l  pray. 
I'm   waitiii*,'  by  the  jiravc-sidc,  lad;  and  all 
that's  in  my  heart 
Is  just  to  sec  my  hoy  a<,Min  hcforc  I'm  called 
away." 
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The  Man  Who  Knew 

Till".  Dreamer  visioned  Life  as  it  migh*  Ik?, 
And  from  his  dream  fc.rthriglit  a  picture  grew, 

A  painting  all  the  people  thnmged  to  see, 
And  joyed  therein— till  eame  the  Man  Who 

KlM'W, 

Saying:  "  'Tis  had!     Why  do  yv  gape,  ye  focds? 
He  painteth  not  aeeording  to  the  schocds." 


T'm'  Dreamer  prolM'd  Life's  mystery  of  w<ms 
And  in  a  hook  he  sought  to  give  the  clue; 

The  p«'ople  read,  and  saw  that  it  was  so, 

And    read   again — then   came   the   Man    Who 
Knew, 

Saying:  *'  Ye  witless  ones!  tins  hook  is  vile: 

It  hath  not  got  the  rudiments  of  styh'." 
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Tlic   Man    VIh)  Knew 


I...V.'  siiH.K'  tlM-  l>iv:ini<  r"s  lips,  iiiui  silvt-f-rh-ar 

lie  sail"  il  suiij;  sn  swcfl.  so  It'luItT  true, 
Tlial  all  (lie  niaikri-platc  was  thiill<'«]  to  hear. 
And   listriu.l    iai»t     till   «aiiH'  the   Man   Who 
Kn«'\v. 
Sayiji--:  '*  His  tctliniiiiH-'s  wi-onii:;  li<-  sin^<'(h  ill. 
WasK'  iM.I   vour  time."     TIm'  sintri-i's  vtticr  was 
still. 


,' 


And  then  the  jM-oplc  roused  as  if  fn.in  sleep, 

Cryin'::    "  What  <are  we  if  it  l.e  not  Ail! 
Ilatli  lie  not   ehanned   ns.  made  us  lau<rli   and 


weep; 


Come,  let  us  erown  him  where  he  sits  apart. 
Then,  witli  his  i>i(ture  spurned,  his  hook  unread. 
His  sonir  unsunj:.  they  found  their  Dreamer— 
(lead. 


\  '< 


1 


^i!l 


II 


ir5 


The  Logger 


In  llic  innuiil.ss.  iiiistv  nijihi.  willi  my  little  pipt' 
jili.ulit. 
I  am  siitiii;:  l»y  iIh-  .aiiip  rM<''s  fjitlinji  vhri'V, 
Oil,   (he  <1<'\\    is   falliii.ii  <|iill   on   tlu'  tliin.  dccr- 
liaiiiitftl  hill, 
AikI    tin-   lut'akcrs    in    tlif   hay   arc   nioanini; 
(Ileal-. 
Till'  loiirnl  hnnis  arc  sped,   the  hoys  are  lonj; 
ah<'<l, 
AihI  I  alone  a  weary  viiiil  keej); 
In  the  siiihtless.  sullen  sky  I  ran  hear  the  nijihl- 
hawk  <iy. 
And    the   fidjis    in    frenzied    chorus    from    the 
creek. 


And  somehow  the  en. Iter's  glow  Itrinjrs  me  hark 
the  lonv;  iVA**' 
The  days  of  merry  laughter  and  lifxht  sonj:; 
When  I  sjMd  the  hours  away  with  the  «:ayest  of 
the  .i:ay 
Tn  the  uiddv  whirl  <»f  fasliion's  festal  thronj:. 
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Tlic  I.o^jicr 


piHt'. 

For  till-  liisi  mI"  ,v(miiIi  liiii  liol  in  iiiv  hlo.ttl: 
I'.llt  jit   liisl    I   IlliKir  il  slilll.l   ill   tliis  (;.m1  lMi-s:iUrn 

hiiKl 
Of   Ihf   iiiiK'tn'c  iiiKl    tln'   inouMtain   iiU'l    nic 
flood. 


And  now   Tv*'  pol   to  st;iv.  with  :in  ovcnlijift   to 
pay 
For  plt-asnic  in  iIk'  I»ii>*t  with  liiiiir*'  pain; 
And  I'm  not  ih.-  rliap  to  wliiiu',  for  if  lli«'  <liann' 
wrrc  mint' 
I  know  I'd  (Iioosi-  the  <dd  life  ontc  aiiain. 
With  its  woman's  .-y.-s  asiiin.-,  and   iis  llood  of 
"iohh-n  wine; 
Its  fever  and  its  fndie  and  its  fun; 
The  <dd    life   with   its  din.   its   laiiiililei-  and   its 

sin — 
And  «-hnek  me  in  the  liiilt.-r  when  it's  done. 


Ah.  well:  it's  past  and  lione.  and  the  nieiiioi-y  is 

wati. 
That  eonjui-es  up  ea<-h  old  familial-  face; 
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AihI  licit'  liv  ri»riiiii«>  liii.  I'll.  I  iiiii  ilt'iHl  to  nil  the 
worlij. 
Ami    I've   jijinicil   In   lose  my   iniilf  ami   ki'cp 
my  |iliiic. 
My  \\a\s  ail'  liaitl  ami  rnimii.  am!  my  arms  art' 
stiniiL:  ami   liMijili, 
Ami  I  hrw   till'  tli/./y  piiif  lijl  dai-UiU'ss  falls; 
Ami   suiiii'liims   I    taUc  a  »livf.  Just    tn  keep   my 
liiai't  alive, 
Ammi;:  I  In-  i;ay  salttuiis  aii<l  <laiifitii;-lialls. 

Ill  the  (llstaiU.  tlliifnl  idwii  jiisi  a  little  diiiiU.  to 
«li-it\\ii 
Tlie  cares  that  crowtl  ami  canker  in  my  In-aiii; 
Just  a  little  joy  to  still  set  my  jmiIscs  ail  atlirill. 

Then  liack  to  hrntish  laltoiir  once  ai^ain. 
Ami  thing's  will  «io  on  so  until  one  day   I  shall 
know- 
That    Heath    has    jrttt    me    cinched    Iteyomi    a 
doubt; 
Then   I'll  crawl  away  from  sii;iit.  and   montselv 
in  the  nij,'lit 
My  weary,  wasted  life  will  peter  out. 


Th<Mi    the   l»oys   will    iratlier   round,   and    they'll 
launch  me  in  the  j,M-ound, 
And  pile  oil  stones  the  timlier  w»df  to  foil; 
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The  L()K«er 


And   the  iiioaninii   i»iin-  will    wave  overhead  a 
naiiu'lcss  niav(>. 
WIh'I-c  tilt'  hhuksiiakc  in   tlio  sunshino  loves 
to  coil. 
And  they'll  leave  me  there  alone,  and  perhaps 
with  softened  t«>ne 
Speak    of    me    sometimes    in    the    eamp-tire's 
jrlow, 
As  a  played-out.  broken  «hum,  who  has  jjone  to 
Kin{;dom  Come, 
And  who  went  the  pace  in  England  long  ago. 
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The  Passing  of  the  Year 

My  ii;lass  is  filled,  my  pipe  is  lit, 

.M.v  (Icn  is  all  a  cosv  tjlow; 
And  snn<;  before  tlio  fire  I  sit, 

And  wait  to  fed  the  old  year  go. 
I  dedicate  to  soh'nin  thon<;ht 

Amid  my  too-nnthinking  days. 
This  sober  monu'nt,  sadly  franght 

With  nnuh  of  blame,  with  little  praise. 


Old  Year  I    upon  the  Stage  of  Time 

You  stand  to  bow  your  last  adieu; 
A  moment,  and  the  promi»t<'r's  chime 

Will  ring  the  curtain  down  on  y<»u. 
Your  mien  is  sad,  your  step  is  slow; 

You  falter  as  a  Sage  in  pain; 
Yet  turn,  f)ld  Year,  before  you  go, 

And  fac(.*  your  audience  again. 
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The  Fassin^  of  the  'Sear 


That  sphynxlikc  facr,  remote,  austere, 

Let  us  all  read,  Avhate*«'r  the  cost: 
O  Maiden:  why  that  hitter  tear? 

Is  il   for  dear  one  yon  have  lost? 
Is  it  for  fond  illusion  <i(>n<'? 

For  trusted  lover  ])r(>ved  untrue? 
O  sweet  jiirl -fare,  so  sad,  so  wan. 

What  hath  the  Old  Year  meant  to  vou? 


And  you,  O  neijihbotir  on  my  riirht, 

So  sleek,  so  prosperously  clad  1 
What  see  you  in  that  ajivd  wijrht 

That  nuikes  your  smile  so  jjjay  and  ^hul? 
What  opportunity  uumissed? 

What  i-idden  jiain,  what  pride  of  place? 
What  splemlid  hope?     O  Optimist! 

What  read  vou  in  that  withered  face? 


And  you,  deep  shrinkini,'  in  the  jjloont. 

What  find  you  in  that  filmy  fiaze? 
What  menace  of  a  tra<iic  doom? 

What  dark,  condemning  yesterdays? 
Whal  ur<:e  to  crime,  what  evil  <lone? 

What  cold,  confront inji  shape  of  fear? 
O  haji^ard,  haunted,  hidden  One, 

What  see  you  iii  the  «lyin}i  year? 


The  Passing  of  tlic  Year  1^1 

An<l  so  from  faoo  to  face  I  Hit, 

TIh'  <«untl<'ss  (\v('s  that  stare  and  stare; 
Some  are  with  approbation  lit. 

And  some  are  sha<h»Nved  with  despair. 
Some  show  a  smih'  and  some  a  frown; 

Some  joy  and  hope,  some  pain  and  woe: 
En()uj;hl     Oh,  rinj;  that  enrtain  downl 

Old  weary  year  I   it's  time  to  i;o. 


My  pipe  is  ont,  my  jjlass  is  dry; 

My  fire  is  almost  ashes  too; 
I  Jut  once  ajjain,  before  you  «jo, 

And  I  prepare  to  meet  the  New: 
Old  Year  I  a  partinj;  word  that's  true, 

For  we've  been  comrades,  you  and  I — 
/  thauk  (Itod  for  rnch  dai/  of  i/ou ; 

There  I  bless  you  now  I   Ohl  Year,  good-bye 
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The  Ghosts 


Smith,  great  writer  of  stories,  drank;  found  it 

immortalized  his  pen; 
Fused  in  l»is  l»rain-i)an,  else  a  blank,  heavens  of 

glory  now  and  then; 
Ciave  him  the  majjieal  genius  touch;  God-given 

power  to  gouge  out,  tling 
Flat  in  your  fare  a  soul-thought— liing  I  Twiddle 

your  heart-strings  in  his  eluteh. 
"r.ah!"  said  Smith,  "let  my  body  lie  stripped 

to  the  butT  in  swinish  shame, 
If  I  can  blaze  in  the  radiant  sky  out  of  adoring 

stars  my  name. 
Sober  am  I  nonentitized;  drunk  am  I  more  than 

half  a  god. 
Well,   let   the   flesh   be   sa<rificed;   spirit   shall 

speak  and  shame  the  clod. 
Who  would  not  gladly,  gladly  give  Life  to  do 

one  thing  that  will  live?" 


The  Ghosts 
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Smith    had   a    friend,    we'll    call    him    Hrown; 

(Icaivr  than  Itrotheis  were  those  two. 
When  in  the  wassail  Smith  wotihl  drown.  Iti-own 

would  lesene  and  ])nll  him  thron<,di. 
Wlien  Ilrown  was  needfnl  Smith  wonld  lend;  so 

it  fell  as  the  years  went  by, 
Eaeh  on  the  other  would  depend:    then  at  the 

hist  Smith  eame  to  die. 


There  Brown  sat  in  the  siek  man's  room,  still 

as  a  stone  in  his  despair; 
Smith  bent  on  him  his  eyes  of  doom,  shook  hack 

his  lion  mane  of  hair; 
Said:  "  Is  there  one  in  my  chosen  line,  writer  of 

forthrifrht  tales,  my  peer? 
Look  in  that  little  desk  of  mine;  there  is  a  pack- 

ajje,  hrinj;  it  hero. 
Story  of  stories,  <ieni  of  all ;  ess<'nce  and  triumph, 

key  and  clue; 
Tale  of  a  lovinj;  woman's  fall;  soul  swept  hell- 
ward,  and  CkmI  !  it's  true. 
I  was  the  man— Oh,  yes,  I've  paid,  paid  with 

mighty  and  mordant  pain. 
Look  I  here's  the  master])ieee  I've  made  out  (»f 

my  sin,  my  manh«»od  slain. 
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'JMic  (iliosts 
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.'w*.  siiiH'f'incI  yd  the  world  would  shirc,  know 
iiiv  iiiisfrcss  and  Maze  my  sliaiiic. 

I  have  a  wife  and  danulitrr— tlici-cl  take  it  and 
tliiiisl  ii  in  till'  llanit'/' 


I'rown  answered  :  "  Master,  yon  have  dipped  pen 

in  yonr  lieait.  yonr  plii-ases  sear. 
Knthless,  nntlincliinji,  yon  have  strippetl  naked 

yonr  sonl  and  set  it  here. 
Have    I    not    loved   yon    well   and    trne?      J^eel 

between  ns  the  shadows  drift; 
This  bit  of  blood  and  tears  means  Von — oh.  h't 

me  have  it,  a  pai-tini;  .irift. 
Sacred   I'll  h(dd  it,  a   (rnst  divine;  sacred  ycuir 

hononr,  her  d;irk  despair; 
Never  shall  it  see  printed  line:  here,  by  the  liv- 

inji'  Ciod  I  swea!'." 
r»rown  on  a   Uible  laid  his  hand;  Smith,  jrreat 

writer  <»f  stoiies.  sijihed  : 
"Comrade,  I  trust  yon.  and  understand.     Keejt 

mv  secret  I"     And  so  he  died. 


Smith  was  buried — npsoared  his  sales;  lured 
yon  his  books  in  every  store; 

Exipiisite,  whimsy,  lieart-wrunin  tales:  men 
devoured  them  and  craved   for  more. 
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So  wiicn  it  slyly  j^rnl  alMHit  Brown  had  a  post- 

limiioMs  iiiaiiusnipt, 
Jones,  the  imlilishcr.  soniilit  him  out,  into  his 

pocket  deep  he  dipped. 
"  A  thousand  dollars?"     Urown  shoolc  his  head. 

"  The  story  is  not  for  sale,"  lie  said. 


Jones  went  away,  then  otliers  came.     Tempted 

and  taunted,  Urown  was  true. 
Guarded  at  friendship's  shrine,  the  fam«'  of  tlie 

uupul>lished  story  ijvew  and  jjrew. 
It's  a  lonjr,  lonii  lane  tliat  lias  no  end,  hut  some 

lanes  end  in  the  Potter's  field; 
Smith   to   I'.rown   had   heen   more  than   friend: 

l»atron,  inotector.  spur  and  shiidd. 
Pool,   lovinji -wistful,  dreamy   I'.rown,  lonjj  and 

lean,  with  a  smile  askew. 
Friendless  he  wandered  uj)  and  down,  gaunt  as 

a  wolf,  as  hungry,  too. 
Hrown  with  his  lilt  of  sau<y  rhyme,  Brown  with 

his  tilt  of  teiKhn*  mirth, 
Garretless  in  the  jihiom  and  grime,  singing  his 

glad,  mad  songs  of  eartli: 
So  at  last  with  a  faith  divine,  down  and  down 

to  the  riunuer-line. 
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The  Ghosts 


There  as    he  stoo*!   in   a   woeful   ph*«;ht,   tears 

a-freeze  on  his  sliarp  elieek-liones, 
Who  should  chance  to  behold  liis  plight  but  the 

publisher,  the  plethoric  Jones; 
PiM'red  at  him  for  a  little  while,  held  out  a  bill: 

''Xow,  will  you  sell?" 
IJrown  scanjied  it  with  his  twist<'d  smile:    "A 

thousand  dollars  I  vou  "o  to  hell  I'' 


Brown  enrolled  in  the  homeless  host,  sleeping 

anywlu're,  anywhen ; 
Suffered,  strove,  became  a  ghost,  slave  of  the 

lamp  for  other  men; 
Tov  Wliat's-his-name  and  So-and-so  in  the  abyss 

his  soul  he  strijiped, 
Yet  in  his  want,  his  worst  <»f  woe,  held  he  fast 

to  the  manuscript. 
Then  <me  day  as  he  chewed  his  pen,  half  in  hun- 
ger and  half  despair. 
Creaked  tlii'  do()r  <»f  his  garret   den;  Dick,  his 

brother,  was  standing  there. 
Down  on  the  ])allet  bed  he  sank,  ashen  his  face, 

his  voic<'  a  wail : 
''Save    me,    brother  I     I've    robbed    the    bank; 

to-nioii'ow  it's  ruin,  capture,  gaol. 
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Y«'t  tlu'if's  a  «luiiu«>:    I  «oiil<l  f«)-«ljiv  psiv  hack 

the  iiKnu'v,  save  oui'  nanu*; 
Voii  have  a  iiiamisi-ript,  they  say,  worth  a  thoji- 

sand — think,  mail  I  tlu' shainc     .     .     .     ." 
Ill  own   with   liis   heart   pain-picrrcd   the  whih', 

with  liis  stern,  starved  face,  and  his  lips 

stone-pah', 
Shuddert'd     and     smiled     his     twisted     smile: 

"  Brother,  I  jjjiiess  you  <jo  to  gaol." 


While  poor  Tlrown  in  the  leer  of  dawn  wrestled 

with  God  foi-  the  sacred  tire. 
Came  there  a  woman  weak  and  wan,  out  of  the 

mob,  the  murk,  the  niire; 
Frail  as  a  reed,  a  fellow  ghost,  weary  with  woe, 

with  sorrowing; 
Two  pale  souls  in  the  legion  lost;  lo!  Love  l»ont 

with  a  tender  wing, 
Taught  them  a  j(»y  so  deep,  so  tine,  it  seemed 

that  the  whole  world-fal»ric  shook. 
Thrilled    and    dissolved    in    radiant    dew:    then 

Itrown  made  him  a  g(ddeii  lioitk. 
Full  of  the  faith  that  Life  is  go(»d,  tiiat  the  earth 

is  a  dream  divinely  fair. 
Lauding  his  <rcm  of  womanhood,  in  numy  a  lyric 

rich  and  rare; 
Took  it  to  .lones,  who  sli(tok  his  head:  "I  will 

consider  it,"  he  said. 
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The  Gliosis 


While  In*  ('«nisi<l('i'tMl.  P.rown's  wife  Isiy  cliitilictl 

in  the  t<-iitiii-I«'s  of  i>aiii; 
Tlicn  cjinic  tlu'  tloctoi-,  jiravc  jiikI  j;niy;  spoke  of 

<l«'cliiie,  of  iici-voiis  sli'iiin; 
Iliiited    KfiTpt.    the    Suntli    of    France — IJrown 

wiiii  tci'i'oi-  was  ti;iei'-iii-i|»|K'(l. 
Where  was  the  money?    What  (lie  chanee?   Piti- 
ful (io«l  I     .     .     .     the  manuscript  I 
A  tlionsaiKl  <l(»l!ats — his  only  hope!     lie  jrazed 

ami  «;az(Ml  at  the  <:an-et  wall     .     .     . 
Ileaohed  at  last   f<»i'  the  envelope,  tui-ni'd  to  his 

wife  ami  told  hei-  all. 
Told  of  his  fi-iend,  his  promise  true;  told  like  his 

very  heart  would  liieak; 
"Oh,  my  deai-est:  what  shall  I  do?    Shall  I  not 

sell  it  for  your  sake?" 
<iliostlike  she  lay.  as  siill  as  doom;  turned  to 

the  wall  her  weary  head ; 
Icy-c(dd    in    the   jiallid    nloom,   silent   as   (h'ath 

at  last  she  said : 
"  Do,  my  husliaiid:    Kee])  your  vowl   Guard  his 

secret  and  let  me  die     ,     .     . 
Oh,  my  dear,  I  must  tell  you  now— /7/c  icoman 

he  lorcil  and  inoiifird  iras  I ; 
Dailinjil   I  haven't   lonji   to   live:    I   never  t*dd 

you-  -  forji ive,   foryive  I'' 
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Foi  ii  loii«r,  l(Hi;r  liiiic  r»i<»\vii  <li*l  not  spciik;  sal 

ltl('jik-l»ntNv<'(I  in  tli«'  wri-trluMl  room; 
Slortlv  ii  \i",\v  stole  down  liis  clH'ck,  nnd  lu'  kissctl 

Im'I-  Iiiiixl  in  tii<>  tlisniiil  •^looin. 
To  ln't'jik  his  (citli,  to  l»i:inil  Imt  sluniii';  his  wi-ll- 

h»vt'»l  fricntl.  liis  worshipiK  d  wife; 
To  keep  Iiis  vow.  to  save  Iin-  name,  yet  at  the 

cost  of  what?    Her  liH-l 
A  moiiK'nt's  spaee  did  he  hesitate,  a  nioiiient  of 

pain  and  <1read  and  <h)iil>t. 
Then  he  liroke  the  seals  and,  stern  as  fate,  nn- 

fohled  till'  slieets  and  spread  tlieni  ont  .  .  . 
On  his  knees  by  her  side  lie  limply  sank,  pi-erin;; 

nnui/A'd — carh  }hi<ic  icuh  blank. 

(For  oh,  the  snpreinost  of  onr  art  arc  the  stories 

w<»  do  not  dare  to  tell. 
Locked  in  the  silence  of  the  heart,  for  the  awful 

records  of  Ileav'n  and  IIcU.) 


Yet   those  two  in  the  silence  there  se<'med  less 

wj'ariful  than  before. 
TTarkl    a  step  on  the  jiarret  stair,  a  postman 

knocks  at  the  tlini.  y  door. 
"Registered  letter!"     TIrown  thrills  with  fear: 

o[(ens  and  reads,  then  heiids  altove: 
"  Glorious  tidinjrs!     Kuypt,  dear  I     The  hook  is 

accepted — life  and  loveT' 
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Good-bye,  Little  (^abin 

(►  DK.vit  little  rahiii,  I've  loved  you  so  long, 

And  now  I  nnisl  hid  vou  i;ood-l»yeI 
I've  tilled  you  with  lauj,'hter,  I've  thrilled  you 
with  soiij;, 

And  sometimes  I've  wished  T  could  ery. 
Your  walls  they  have  witnessed  a  weariful  tiglit, 

An<l  run*;  to  a  won  Waterloo: 
lint  oh,  in  my  triumi»li  I'm  dreary  to-nlf^ht — 

(lood-hye,  little  cahin,  to  y(»ul 


'•I 


Your  roof  is  lK'whisker«'d,  your  floor  is  aslant, 

Your  walls  seem  to  sa.u  and  to  swiii<r; 
I'm  tryinji  to  tind  just  your  fiiulls,  Imt  I  can't — 

Y<Mi  pocu",  tired,  heart-broken  (dd  thlnu;! 
I've  seen  when  you've  been  the  best  friend  that  I 
had. 

Your  lij;ht  like  a  ijem  on  the  snow; 
You're  sort  of  a  ])art  of  me — Cice!  but  I'm  sad; 

I  hate,  little  cabin,  to  go. 


'Good-bye,  little  cabin,  to  you." 

—Good-Bye.  LiHie  Cabiit. 


I  > 


■.r>'        ■-}■ 


.O 


Good-bye,  Little  Cabin 
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lU'low    your   cracked    window    red    raspberries 
clinih; 
A  hornets'  nest  lianirs  from  a  beam; 
Your    raft»'rs    are    scribbled    with    adajje    and 
rhyme, 
And  dimmed  with  tobacco  and  dream. 
"  Each  <lay  has  its  laugh,"  and  '*  Don't  worry, 
just  work." 
Such  nujttoes  reproachfully  shine. 
Old  calendars  dangle — what  memories  lurk 
Alunit  you,  dear  «'abin  of  mine  I 


I  hear  the  world-call  and  the  dang  of  the  fight ; 

I  hear  the  hoarse  cry  of  my  kind; 
Yet  well  <lo  I  know,  as  I  (|uit  you  to-night. 

It's  Youth  that  I'm  leaving  behind. 
And  often  I'll  think  of  you,  empty  and  Idack, 

Moose  antlers  nailed  over  your  door: 
Oh,  if  I  should  perish  my  ghost  will  come  liack 

To  dwell  in  you,  cabin,  once  morel 


How  cold,  still  and  lonely,  how  weary  you  seem ! 

.\  last  wistful  look  and  I'll  go. 
Oh,  will  you  rennMuber  the  lad  with  his  dream! 

The  lad  that  vou  comforted  so. 


I   !l 


[: 


1' 


h 


.;l 
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Good-bye,  Little  Cabin 


Tin'  slijnl(»\vs  enfold  ynii,  it's  dnnviii};  t«t  nifilit; 

The  fvcniiifj  stiir  ni'cdlcs  llu>  sky: 
An<l    hull  I  hut    it's   stinjjin};   and    staMung   my 
si};Iit— 

God  bless  you,  ohl  caldn,  ;iood-l»yeI 


!  ! 


l*i^ 


I  I 

I 


I  ' 
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Heart  o'  The  North 

Am>  when  I  «(tiiu'  to  the  diin  trail-end, 
I  who  have  been  Life's  rover. 

This  is  all  I  would  ask,  my  friend, 
OviT  and  over  an«l  over: 


A  little  spa<e  on  a  stony  hill. 
With  never  another  near  me, 

Sky  o'  the  North  that's  vast  and  still. 
With  a  sinL'le  star  to  cheer  me; 


Star  that  fleams  on  a  m(»ss-<;rey  stone 
(Iraven  l»y  those  who  love  me — 

There  would  I  lie  ahme,  alone, 
With  a  sinjjle  ]>ine  ahove  me; 


Pine  that  the  north  wind  whinnies  throuj^h 

Oh,  I  have  heen  Life's  lover, 
r.nt  there  I'd  lie  and  listen  to 

Eternity  passinji  over. 
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The  Scribe's  Prayer 

When    from    uiif   JHmhJ'nui   hand    thr    tirru    inn 
falls. 

And  in  thr  tirUUjht  irrarif  (Irnojtx  mi/  head: 
While  to  mji  (iniet  heart  a  sfiH  voice  rallx. 

Calls  me  to  join  mi/  hind  red  of  the  Dead: 
(Irant  that  I  mai/,  ft  l,onl.  ere  rrsf  he  mine. 
^^'rite  to  Thy  praise  onr  radiant.  rin;/in;i  line. 


i  *; 

i 


1  ' 


For  all  of  worth  that  in  this  elai/  abides. 

The  lea/dnf/  rajdnre  and  the  ardent  flame. 
The  hojie,  the  hii/h  res(dre.  the  faith  thai  f/niiles: 

All.  all  is  Thine,  and  lireth  in  Thj/  name: 
Lord,  hare  I  dalliid  with  the  sacred  fire! 
Lord,  hare  I  traih  d  Thi/  ulnri/  in  the  mire! 

E'en  an  a  toper  from  the  drain-shoj)  reelinr/, 
Sees  in  his  tjarret's  hladcness.  dazzlin;/  fair. 

All   that    he   )iiit/ht   hare    hcen,   and,   heart-sick, 
kneelin;/, 
Sohs  in  the  passion  of  a  rasi  despair: 

So  my  ideal  self  hannts  me  aliray — 

When  the  aeeountiny  comes,  hoir  shall  I  fmyf 


w 


The  Scribe's  Praver 
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For  in  the  dark  I  ffropr.  nor  inuhrfttand : 
And  in  my  heart  fitflit  silfishncas  and  sin: 

Yrt,  Lord,  1  do  not  srrk  Thy  helping  hand; 
Rather  let  me  my  own  fialration  win: 

Let  me  throuyh  strife  and  penitential  pain 

Onward  and  npward  to  thr  heii/hts  attain. 


Yea,  let  me  lire  my  life,  its  meaniny  seek: 
Hear  myself  fitly  in  the  rinyiny  fiyht: 

Strirr  to  he  strony  that  I  may  aid  the  weak: 
Dare  to  he  true—O  dod!  the  Liyht,  the  Light! 

Cometh    the  Dark  so  soon.'     I'rc   moeked  Thy 
word. 

Yet  do  I  know  Thy  Lore:  hare  merey,  Lord. 


FINIS. 


i 


